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Note striking family resemblance between Mother, Jimmie 
and Ronnie—around the mouth, especially! ‘Those 
sparkling three-of-a-kind smiles are proof that the 
Allen teeth and gums get proper care. For Mother 
knows that today’s soft foods don’t give gums the ex- 
ercise they need—that Ipana is specially designed, 
with massage, to help gums to healthier firmness. 





How a Model Mother became a Star Model 


Her sparkling smile made camera fan Genevieve Allen a camera star 


att I wanted, really, was to learn photog- 
A raphy, my husband’s hobby,” insists 


lovely Mrs. Charles Allen of Beverly Hills. 


“But photographers told me that a smile 
like mine belonged in front of a camera. So I 


young sons — their future smiles, too, 
by following her own dental routine: Regular 
brushing followed by gum massage with extra 


Ipana Tooth Paste. ry yy, 
Mrs. Allen’s dental care must be a good \ “Eaten 





became a glamour gal—me, with Jimmie 8 
years old and Ronnie 4!” 

Now, Genevieve Allen knows what every 
successful model knows—the importance of 
a sparkling smile. So she’s making sure her 
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A fight in the family as Mother referees, to be followed 
by the other half of nightly workout—on teeth and 
gums with Ipana. For neglected gums often herald their 
warning with a tinge of “pink” on your tooth brush— 
a sign to see your dentist. He may suggest, as so many 
do, “the helpful stimulation of Ipana and massage.” 








one—it’s based on the very same theme that 
thousands of dentists and schools are teach- 
ing today—a radiant smile depends on 
sparkling teeth. And sparkling teeth call for 
firm, healthy gums. 


This way to a handsome smile. Trust a “model” mother 


to safeguard the future smile of her son. She sees to it 
that after Ronnie brushes his teeth vigorously, he 
massages a little extra clean-tasting [pana on his 
gums to speed up needed circulation and help keep 
gums from becoming soft and tender. 


Start Today with 
Ipana and Massage 





= ee) 
If parents went to school today, they'd learn what so 


many children already know — the value of gum 
massage. A survey shows that 7 out of 10 onal 
dentists recommend regular gum massage. Ipana is 
specially designed, along with massage, to help gums 
to firmer health... teeth to brighter beauty. 
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HE was an attractive girl, and most ~ Isn’t it foolish to guess about bad 


of the men at the hotel danced 
with her the night of her arrival. It 
looked like her weekend might be a 
gay one. 


But the next day she was just a little 
girl in the sand and nobody wanted to dig 
her out. The very same men who had 
seemed so interested now gave her the 
briefest “Hello”, nodded casually, or 
avoided her altogether. And she would 
be the last to guess why*. 


It Could Happen To You 


What happened to her could happen 
to you : ; : to anybody. Halitosis (bad 
breath)* can put in its appearance when 
you least expect it. The worst of it is 
you, yourself, may not realize its pres- 
ence. You may think you are at your 
best when really you are at your worst. 


breath and risk offending others when 
Listerine Antiseptic offers such an easy, 
delightful precaution? 


Simply rinse the mouth with it night 
and morning, and before every date. 
Almost at once the breath becomes 
sweeter, fresher, less likely to offend. 
You meet others with a far greater feel- 
ing of assurance. Never, never omit 
this first-aid to good grooming! 


While some cases of halitosis are ot 
systemic origin, most cases, say some 
authorities, are due to the bacterial fer- 
mentation of tiny food particles cling- 
ing to mouth surfaces. Listerine 
Antiseptic halts such fermentation, 
then overcomes the odors fermenta- 
tion causes. Lambert Pharmacal Com- 
pany (Canada) Ltd., Toronto, Ontario. 


Before any date... LISTERINE ANTISEPTIC for oral hygiene 


Made in Canada 


In Praise 


Laziness 


HROUGHOUT July and August laziness becomes a 
virtue. It’s my belief that this is the main reason why 
people feel so much better at summer’s end. Far more 
important than fresh air and sunshine is the attitude of 
mind we bring to this time of year. 

We sit on park benches blinking drowsily at the sun; stretch 
in garden chairs and let books or mending drop to the ground 
while we drift into a peaceful coma; close up organizations; 
cut out meetings; stop having endless tea parties for worthy 
causes; simplify meals and housework. 

For two months we cultivate laziness and approve it in 
others. Then what happens? On September first most of 
us plunge back into a treadmill of work, activities and interests 
which increase year by year. 

From the perspective of this sun-drenched inertia on an 
August morning, let’s take a look at that treadmill. 


LITTLE GIRLS seem to be as involved as their mothers. 
The ones I know scuttle through their days trying to cope 
with school, with homework, organized games, community 
programs. Ambitious parents seem more determined than 
ever to give their children the privileges they themselves did 
not have—so piano, ballet or dancing lessons must be fitted 
in somehow. It seems to me that the only completely natural 
relaxation left to a privileged child is the 10 minutes before 
dinner, up-ended on the living room floor, withthe comics. 

Most women will agree that they belong to too many 
organizations; that we are, in fact, overorganized on this 
continent. Cultural events now come by the half-dozen 
engagements, and evenings are mortgaged for months ahead, 
for singers, lecturers or recitalists of some kind. Community 
and philanthropic projects have been perfected to such a 
degree of organization that the average woman is buying 
tickets for more luncheons, teas, or money-raising events than 
she can possibly handle. 

Every community has its groups of harassed women who 
must take in two or three events in an afternoon. Every 
such group has its few who complain that they do all the work, 
but that no one appreciates their labors—or themselves. Of 
course they are not appreciated. Their value as human beings 
has been lost in the brittle tensions they carry with them. 

Doctors are quick to tell us that these tensions are increas- 
ing at an alarming rate. We see the results in physical break- 
downs—or in increased irritability at home. We see it in 
increasing divorce rates, and a diminishing family life. 


WISE AND kindly folk are usually slow in tempo. So is 
the charming and effective woman—whether in her role as wife, 
mother, or public citizen. They have the time to listen; to be 
interested in other people; to do the things they really want to 
do. They wear an air of leisureliness in spite of accomplishing 
a great deal of hard work. 

Yes, the more I think about it, the more I believe that 
an appreciation of laziness, taken in proper doses, should be 
distributed more evenly throughout the year. If we appreciate 
its virtues, rather than condemning its faults, we will learn 
to slough off the organizations and commitments we cannot 
cope with. We will take more time to be at home, to know our 
own family, to enjoy the friends we love. “Be lazy,” said Walt 
Whitman, “and invite your soul.” 

Magnolia, too, had something. Said her mistress: 
“Magnolia, how can you be always so serene? Nothing ever 
seems to bother you.” Magnolia said, “Well, I’ll tell yuh, 
ma’am. Whenever ah gets a chance to set, ah sets—and 
whenever ah sets—ah sets loose!” 


ae 


vio tan nas ccs ate 


se rece scx eae = 


Sa a NTRS eA re A ERAS OTN AL the AE AGT eh 


a i han Co RA NTRP Bt SEEN hao 





Re 


Spe 


pas ES 





eo A MASE 


b 
4 
4 
i 
3 
Z 
q 





oases 


wt SET SORES Ba vt 











ALWAYS ON TAP 
FOR YOU TOO! 


Yes, you can have long frosted 
“coolers” at a moment’s notice... 
when there’s a jar of Fry’s famous 
chocolate syrup in the ice box. 


And there’s nothing to making 
this grand syrup — 
@ 

Here’s all you do: Mix DRY, 
44 cup Fry’s Cocoa, % cup sugar. 
Add % cup boiling water slowly, 
while stirring. Boil for 1 minute. 
Put in clean, dry jar — cover, cool 
and keep in ice box. 


@ 
Now, get after that “thirsty” feel- 
ing with these sparkling recipes 
— they’re all delicious! 


For Chocolate Milk — 
add a dessertspoon of 
chocolate syrup to a 
glass of cold milk and 
stir. 


For Chocolate Soda=— 
in a tall glass, mix cup 
milk with 2 tablespoons 
chocolate syrup until 
well blended. Add 2 
tablespoons ice cream 
and fill with sparkling 
water. 


For Chocolate Float— 
in a tall glass, mix 3 
tablespoons chocolate 
syrup, 1 cup of milk and 
2 tablespoons of ice 
cream. Beat with rotary 
egg beater or shake until 
well blended. Pour into 
glass, and add 1 more 
tablespoon of ice cream. 


‘5 

ook 
" ne? \ 
as 





PURE 
COCOA 
"Y-caneua’ ” 


THE COCOA WITH THE 
RICHER CHOCOLATE FLAVOR 





‘Dear Editor’ 


Thanks to Gordon Sinclair 


Dear Mr. Sinclair (care Chatelaine): 
I have just finished reading your story, 
“If You Were Sent to Jail’’ (Chatelaine 
for June). I am grateful to you for 
writing it, as I have been in jail for one 
week which was plenty long enough for 
me. I got a year and a half probation. | 
still have three months to go. What I’m 
getting at is that the girls that read your 
story will know that it isn’t fun. I cried 
my eyes out when my mother and boy 
friend came to see me. I am married now 
and very happy, but my husband and 
myself will have that terrible secret till 
we die. None of my friends know about 
it and I had permission to move to 
another city, but that doesn’t make it 
easier. It will be there the rest of my life. 

I am grateful for that story. It will 
help other girls. Thank you so very 
much.—Name withheld. 


Dear Editor: I am no writer but I 
would like to say if every woman 
would read Gordon Sinclair’s article, 
they would think twice before stooping 
to the things mentioned. I never drank 
in my life, but I stooped to something 
even lower last spring. I shudder when 
I think I might not be living in my 
home with my family right now. I 
might be where Mrs. May is. Mine was 
a petty theft, but I am haunted each 
time I go into a store, and I have never 
enjoyed one shopping day since. If 
there had been more sales clerks at the 
lingerie table to wait on the line-up | 
know I would never have stooped so low. 
I had an appointment for a hair-do at 
12 and I knew I had to put the panties 
back and rush to the appointment. Just 
in front of me I saw a big woman slip 
something into her bag. It was in that 
split second I was tempted, and | 
slipped the pantics in my bag and 
jostled out of the crowd. When I was 
leaving the store I felt a hand on my 
shoulder and was led to a room. A 
woman searched me all over. Never in 
all my life did I feel so terrible... As it 
was my first offense I was allowed to 
pay for the article and go free. I took 
the first bus home (no hair-do), and | 
have never been in the store since. I 
am too ashamed.—(Name withheld.) 


Bridge on Sunday? 


Dear Editor: I am writing this letter 
to draw your attention to a story that 
appeared in Chatelaine, May, 1947. 

The story is entitled “The Bargain,” 
by Chesley Kahmann. This is an inter- 
esting little story and well written, and 
to me the illustration would attract the 
attention of the younger generation. If 
you will read this story, you will see that 
everything goes along smoothly until 
the second column of page 94 when it 
speaks of Adrienne assisting thisgroupof 
young people with bridge on Sunday. 

I must say that to a person who was 
not even allowed to play cards at home 
any day of the week in my childhood, 
this story came as a shock to me, and I 
think that if Chatelaine is going to 
publish stories with the heavenly trend 
that this one had, card-playing days 
should be changed to another day of the 
week.—(Mrs.) E. T., Saint John, N. B. 
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CHICK: 


FRAN: Itis easy, pet, if you stick to a cleanser that doesn’t 
leave dirt-catching scratches. 


cick: Guess I have a lot to learn about housework. I always thought 
a scratchy cleanser was the fastest kind. 

FRAN: Think again, darling. Every scratch is a dirt-trap that doubles 
your work. That’s why I always use Bon Ami—it’s fine- 
textured. Just slides the dirt away in jiff-time. 

cuick: Well, it certainly makes things shine! I’m certainly going to 
use Bon Ami when 7 start housekeeping. 

FRAN: You better had, kitten, especially if you want to spare those 
pretty hands of yours. 

us: Bon Ami is perfect for all cleaning—sinks, bathtubs, windows, 


mirrors, pots and pans, metal and enamel surfaces. 


MADE IN CANADS 


THE SPEEDY CLEANSER that | 
“hasnt scratched yet!” 
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HALO GLORIFIES HAIR 
FOR 9 OUT OF 10 WOMEN 


Fanka 


985 women—in home tests—prove Halo Shampoo 
LEAVES NO DULLING SOAP FILM* 


Mrs. L. J. Hossie, 
Toronto: 


“My shampoo—must 
leave my hair easy to 
manage.” 


HALO DID IT! 


“There is no better shampoo than Halo 
for my hair. Halo rinses away so easily 
with no trace of dulling soap film to 
hide the natural highlights. Halo 
leaves my hair naturally lovely—so easy 
to set and curl,” 


“My shampoo—must 
be ecsy to rinse.” 


HALO DID IT! 


“Halo has a special place in our house 
from now on! I have very thick hair, 
and that fragrant creamy Halo lather 
just rinsed out completely in hardly any 
time! With Halo there wasn’t a trace 
of dull soap film left on my hair.” 


Mrs. O. Lingley, 
Saint John: 


“My shampoo—must 
bring out highlights 
without needing o 
special rinse.” 


HALO DID IT! 


“Halo is my favorite shampoo! With 
Halo my hair has such a wonderful 
sheen it looks lovelier than ever! 
Halo leaves no dulling film—the nat- 
ural highlights of my hair just gleam 
after m alo shampoo! i wouldn’t 
think of using any other!” 
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THE HALO HOME TEST 


985 Canadian women—of all ages 
and types of hair—tested Halo 
at home: First, they noted the 
thing they wanted most from a 
shampoo. Second, they shampooed 
their hair with Halo following 
directions on the box. Then they 
examined their hair to see whether 
Halo satisfied their strict require- 
ment—9 out of every 10 women re- 
ported “HALO DID IT?” 


You, too, can have these 
Halo hair and scalp 
improvements immediately! 


Hair softer, easier to manage. 
Lovely lustre, highlights. 

Hair daintily perfumed. 

Hair and scalp free of dirt, dandruff. 
No lemon or vinegar rinses needed. 


No dulling soap film to hide 
natural loveliness. 


Safety for gray, white, bleached or 
“waterfast’ dyed hair. 


SAVE 


on Family size 


89c 


also 15¢ 29c 49c 


HALO SHAMPOO 


NORMAL, OILY OR DRY HAIR—LOVELIER IMMEDIATELY ! 


She - Dun-It 


WHEN “IVY” comes your way, 
you should be prepared for a lot 
of wonderful clothes of the Gibson 
Girl era, three interesting males in 
toppers and tight pants, and Joan 
Fontaine tinkering with a neat little 
dose of poison to get rid of one of 
them. 

The story is from the novel of 
the same name written by Marie 
Belloc-Lowndes—one of the best 
cooker-uppers of horror in this cen- 
tury. (Remember “The Lodger’’?) 
She wrote good yarns, in straight- 
ahead style, and, as she flourished 
before Freud and his kind, she gave 
you simple murder, based on simpk 
motives. 
her husband (Richard Ney, as above 
because she has spotted greener pastures 
with the wealthy sportsman (Herbert 
Marshall). However, there’s anothe: 
slight complication: her persistent lover 
played by Patric Knowles. When 
Scotland Yard investigates the death, 
she cunningly shifts responsibility to 
him. 

It’s hothouse melodrama—or should 
be. The film lacks the excitement it 
could have had; the parts seem deliber- 
ately underplayed, and the direction 


Santa Claus 
in Summer 


THERE’S a spirit of 
warm - hearted whimsy 
running through 
‘**Miracle on 34th 
Street,” and if you've 
been reading Peter Pan 
to the children lately 
you'll find this film rem- 
iniscent of Barrie. It’s 
a merry modern Christ- 
mas legend, released by 
the producers out of all 
regard to season. They 
have apparently argued 
that humanitarianism 
shouldn’t be confined to 
December, and if you 
have a genial message 
for everybody why not 
give out now? Well, why not? 

The picture roguishly ties the fable 
to an actual place, the Macy department 
store on 34th Street in New York City. 
A block away is Gimbel’s, rival em- 


porim. Before the film ends, you're 


In “Ivy,” the lady disposes of 


too carefully paced. The scenes in which 
the exquisitely gowned Ivy feeds her 
spouse his fatal dish are more ho-hum 
than horror. The latter half of the 
picture picks up, though, and you 
should find it better-t han-average enter- 
tainment of the who-dun-it type. 

The supporting cast is impressive and 
you can understand why: Sir Cedric 
Hardwicke as the determined inspector; 
Rosalind Ivan, a gem as lady’s maid; 
and others, Sara Allgood, Lucile Watson, 
and Una O’Connor, giving an equally 
good account of themselves. 


as likely to be convinced there is indeed 
a Santa Claus as are the owners of these 
stores and the fictional Mrs. Walker, who 
is in charge of Macy’s Thanksgiving 
parade. 

When her Santa Claus turns up drunk 














EAGLE-LION HEADLINERS 


THE HALLMARK OF ENTERTAINMENT 


Britain’s Future Is Likewise Linked 
With Britain's Future 
Film Stars. 





Jean Simmons is a small, attractive English 
girl, just eighteen, chestnut hair, hazel eyes. 
She lives in Golder’s Green with her mother, 


brother and sister. She lives exactly as 
most young English girls live today in the 
London suburbs. But she works very much 
harder. She is very proud of the fact that 
she owns a dog even though, as happens 
with so many dogs, this one’s ancestry is 
most indefinite, 


2: ® 


Since a recent occurrence in New York's 
Radio City Music Hall, Jean Simmons has 
been shouldered with more responsibility 
than almost any other British teen-ager. 
She gives a superb performance as young 
Estella in GREAT EXPECTATIONS. 
New York critics and New York’s theatre- 
going thousands, after the Radio Cit 

premiere, predict that Jean Simmons will 
quickly become one of the great stars of 
the cinema and one of the biggest of future 
box-office names. 
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In this opinion, the public, here and 
abroad, confirms the earlier forecast of the 
. Arthur Rank Organisation in London. 
fore GREAT EXPECTATIONS reached 
the screen, she had been set for starring 
roles in three more films. She plays Kanchi, 
a sensual native dancing gir in BLACK 
NARCISSUS. She is featured in HUNGRY 
HILL with Margaret Lockwood. She stars 
in the thriller, UNCLE SILAS, which also 
introduces Katina Paxinou to the films of 
the J. Arthur Rank Organisation. 


ae ae 
Remember “Desert Victory”? Behind the 


military scenes, it attracted much attention 
because of the brilliant direction of David 
Macdonald. First of his civilian successes 
is THE BROTHERS, L. A. G. Strong’s 
best-seller of a bitter family feud, a Sydney 
Box production starring Patricia Roc and 
Eric Portman. 


ce 6 


Norway has also staged a Royal Command 
performance of a film from the J. Arthur 
Rank Organisation. The picture is DEAR 
MURDERER. The event also honoured 
the Scandinavian star, Greta Gynt and 
Britain's first and foremost feminine pro- 


ducer, Betty Box. 


ae De 

IDENTIFICATION: All films of the J. 
Arthur Rank Organisation in all countries 
are introduced on the screen with the 
identifying title: J. ARTHUR RANK 
PRESENTS In Canada, they 
also carry the crest of the Canadian organi- 
sation which distributes them here,— 
Eagle-Lion. 


Eagle-Lion Pictures at Your Favourite Theatre 





for that mammoth event and a bearded 
old gentleman offers to substitute, Mrs. 
W., in private life a cynical divorcee, 
accepts gratefully and hires him for the 
toy department. An inmate of an old 
people’s home, he is discovered to have 
the happy, harmless delusion that he 
is in very truth Kris Kringle. He lists 
his reindeer as next of kin on his 
application card, and bumps right into 
the probing: attentions of the store 
psychiatrist. The latter, it seems, is 
more of a mental case than Kris, and 


| he won’t take No for an answer when 


he tries to get the old fellow committed 
to an institution. The debate goes to 
court, and at the hearing in re Kris’ 
sanity, the lawyer in love with Mrs. W. 
performs some brilliant legal acrobatics 
to force the judge to admit that Kris 
exists and is perfectly okay mentally. 

Crazy stuff, you may say, but it makes 
an engaging movie story. The cast 
seems to have caught the general spirit 
of the project, and you won’t easily 
forget Edmund Gwenn as Kris, doing 
his simple battle against modern ma- 
terialism. Porter Hall is the neurotic 
psychiatrist whom none of us would 
want to be up against; Gene Lockhart 
the baffled judge; Jerome Cowan, the 
exasperated State’s Attorney. Maureen 
O’Hara and John Payne convey the 
romantic interest very nicely. You'll 
like Natalie Wood, too, in her role of 
moppet who debunks fairy tales. Fact, 
you'll like it all—and wonder why there 
isn’t more fantasy of the kind to warm 
the soul. 


Good for Guffaws 


THE FIRST RULE of farce is to put 
your character in an incongruous situa- 
tion and let him make a spectacle of 
himself, The dignified gent on the roller 
coaster, the dowager with ice cream 
down her back, or, as in “The Bachelor 
and the Bobby-Soxer,” the man-about- 
town turned jitterbug is a sure-fire 
laugh-getter. It’s a device as old as the 
Keystone cops in the movies but it’s still 
good for guffaws. 

Hat brim turned up, trousers rolled, 
Cary Grant, in the role of the playboy 
artist playing hep, is as violently ado- 
lescent as Mickey Rooney. It’s all in 
the interest of making teen-ager Susan 
—a part admirably tailored for Shirley 
Temple—forget her crush on him. 

He is compelled to this extreme 
method of child psychology by his 
innocent involvement with the bobby- 
soxer, who is found in his apartment 
late at night. He is haled before a lady 
judge—and you can expect Myrna Loy 
to extract the proper amount of cool 
disdain out of this part. Unfortunately 
for him, this Portia on the bench is 
Susan’s sister with whom he has pre- 
viously locked horns. The unhappy 
man is therefore quite amenable when 
the court psychiatrist suggests that the 
only way to make Susan snap out of it 
is not to martyr him but to let him go 
out with her. 

The laughs come fast as Dick escorts 
the subdeb to basketball games, picnics 
and dances, to the growing discomfort 
of her teen-aged boy friend and her 
sister. You don’t have to be told how 
these four pair off in the final reel. 

Though light as a meringue, the 
picture has a fast, bright script, hair- 
trigger timing of laughs, and expert 
performances by the stars. 
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Fashion Models prove 4 out of 5 women 


LOOK LOVELIER IN 6 MINUTES 


BEFORE 


i MINUTES AFTER 


Burnand Model— 
Dorothy Henderson says: 
“I love the way Cash- 
mere Bouquet Miracle 
Makeup gives me a 
nat » truly lovelier 
look!” 


Cakes Bougutt 


MIRACLE 


MAKEUP 


Beauty Salons endorse Miracle Makeup tested by fashion 
models, housewives, business girls and radio stars. 


can look lovelier 


You —in 6 minutes— 


this Fashion Model way. 


3 MINUTES—Massage light, fluffy 
Cashmere Bouquet 3-Purpose Cream 
into your skin—especially over your 
nose, chin and forehead. Now, with 
a tissue thoroughly remove the 
cream—with it, off comes stale 
makeup and dirt. Cream lightly 
again and remove the excess with 
another tissue—enough 3-Purpose 
Cream will remain as a base for 
your Miracle Makeup. 


2 MINUTES—Pat on a light film 
of super-sifted Cashmere Bouquet 
Face Powder in your own personally- 
charted shade. Then smooth on 
vour personally-charted shade of 
Cashmere Bouquet Rouge, follow 
with a final pat of Powder. 


1 MINUTE—Now, glorify your lips 
with your personally-charted 
Cashmere Bouquet Lipstick. Look 
in your mirror! In 6 magic minutes 
Cashmere Bouquet brings out all 
your radiant beauty—makes you 
lovelier than ever! 


WHAT FASHION MODELS SAY ABOUT 


Cashmere Gougual™ 
FACE POWDER 


* “I find Cashmere Bouquet 
shades blend beautifully and look 


so natural!” —Joy Hardy 
* “I love the way Cashmere 
Bouquet goes on so smoothly 
without blotching.” —Audrie Arnold 


* “Cashmere Bouquet conceals 
tiny lines, gives a younger, fresher 


look!” —Pauline Boker 


There’s a Cashmere Bouquet Face 
Powder personally-charted just for 
you—a right shade for all skin types 
from an angel-faced blonde to a 
sultry red-head. 

Cashmere Bouquet _—personally- 
charted Face Powder goes on so 
smoothly, evenly . . . helps conceal 
tiny lines and blemishes . . . clings 
for hours longer. 





COPPER TAN—for that Summery Sunkissed Look 
Try COPPER TAN FACE POWDER—the new summer shade made with 
a true rose base to keep your skin COPPER TAN—NOT YELLOW! 


FOLLOW THE FASHION MODELS—USE Cashmure Gougue™ 
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Are you sure of your loveliness — sure the deodorant you now use gives you complete 


protection 24 hours of every day? Be sure — switch today to safe, new Odorono Cream. 


New Odorono Cream 
safely stops perspiration 
and odor a full 24 hours 


Wonderful, new war-time discovery 
gives more effective protection than 
any deodorant known. 


New Odorono Cream not only pro- 
iects your daintiness a full 24 hours, with 
the most effective perspiration-stopper 
known, bul... 
It gives you the erclusive extra protec- 
lion of HALGENE .. . the new wonder 
ingredient that checks perspiration odor. 
Just think! One application of new 
Odorono Cream in the morning 
keeps you dainty—all day and night. 
Does not irritate. So safe and 
gentle —can be used after shaving. 
Stays soft and smooth down to 


the last dab. Never gritty. Does not 
dry out in the jar. 

Greaseless, stainless, vanishing. 
Odorono leaves no sticky film. Pro- 
tects dresses from perspiration stain 
and odor. 


More economical! Odorono gives 21 
more applications from a 39¢ jar than 
other leading brands. Savings on 19¢ 
and 65¢ sizes too. (Also Odorono Liquid. 
and Odorono Ice.) 








They 
Chose 
Canada 


OU might have difficulty spotting 

them at a women’s conference 

the saboteurs, the smugglers of 

arms and harborers of fighting men, 

the ones who have been in prisons 
and concentration camps, the under- 
ground workers and propagandists. But 
they'll be here, many of them, among 
the 500 women from 20 countries who 
will attend the International Federation 
of University Women in Toronto the 
second week of August. And they’ll look 
exactly what they are—brilliant intel- 
lectuals from the liberated countries of 
Europe. 

Planes and big ships—the Empress of 
Canada, the Gripsholm, the Queen 
Mary—have been bringing them over 
for weeks now—from Norway, Belgium, 
Poland, Luxembourg, Denmark, France, 
the Netherlands—along with fellow 
members from Britain and Sweden, 
Switzerland, Egypt, India, Finland—to 
meet with delegates from Canada and 
the United States, Mexico, Brazil and 
other parts of the Americas. 

There is no doubt that they will form 
the most distinguished gathering of 
women ever held in the Dominion—and, 
in all likelihood, that will meet here in 
our lifetime. This ninth conference of 
the Federation will be the first since 
the fateful 1939 meeting in Stockholm 
from which the president, Dr. Lektor S. 
Adamowicz of the Warsaw State School 
of Hygiene, left grimly to face the future 
in her native Poland. The “future” 
meant a concentration camp for her and 
her family, cruelty and hard menial 
labor and an impenctrable “in absentia” 
from her world office. She'll be in 
Canada this month, presiding over the 
week’s meetings with their complete 
bilingual sessions (French and English, 
either of which languages all members 
speak). And she'll presideonceagainover 
a gathering of world-famous professors, 
deans, doctors, chemists, journalists, 
biologists, economists, political scien- 
tists, engineers, librarians, astronomers, 
parliamentarians, company directors, 
research workers, solicitors and other 
women graduates from the universities 
of the world. 

They are coming together to discuss 
UNESCO, and Nuremberg (Professor 
Frances Moran, an Irish solicitor, will 
speak on “‘New Aspects of International 
Law as Typilied at the Nuremberg 
Trials’), the status of women today, the 
problems of professional women who 
combine work and marriage, new devel- 
opments in the sciences and art, medi- 
cine and architecture, literature and 
child welfare, housing, co-operative 


University 
women from 
20 lands 
meet at a 
conference 


unique in 


their organized 


history 





Dean Virginia Gildersleeve of 
Barnard College is one of the 
brilliant American representa- 
tives attending the meeting. All 
sessions are conducted in both 
French and English languages. 





Dr. Vibert Douglas, distinguished 
Canadian astro-physicist and 
Dean of Women at Queen's Uni- 
versity, who is mentioned as 
possible new president of the 

big international federation. | 





Dr. Lektor S. Adamowicz of War- 
saw, who spent the war years in 
a concentration camp, will pre- 
side at this first postwar con- 
gress of university women as- 
sembling in Toronto this month. 








Send for 
directions 
to knit this 


Glamorous 


SPORTS 


You. find the easy-to-follow 
directions for knitting this 
lovely, flattering olen in 

the new P.K. Knitting Book. 

32 fashionable knitted garments! 
64 pages of simple directions . . . 
actual photogra hs . . . sensible 
knitting tips! Get this wonderful 
book today. It’s at leading 
stores ... or just use the 


handy coupon below. 


And remember that your knit- 
ting will be even more successful 
when you use P.K. yarns. You'll 
find that P.K. Yarns are soft, 
strong, resilient . . . they come 
in a wide range of colors too! 
And P.K. dyes arecolor-fast— 
they'll aa without fading. 

So for your knitting success, 

choose P.K. Yarns and the 

P.K. Knitting Book—only 35c. 

Mail coupon below today! 

Maitland Spinning Mills Ltd., Hamilton, Ontario 
A division of Mercury Mills, Ltd, 


CLIP AND 
SEND 


Se oe 


Maitland Spinning Mills, 
Department CH-2, 
Hamilton, Ontario. 
Enclosed is 35 cents in stamps or money order: 
Please send me the new 64-page P.K. Knitting Book 
right away. 


NAME, cocccccccccccccccccsccscess 


STREET .cccccccccccccccccccccccees 


CHV co vccccccccees 
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movements, population problems, peda- 
gogy, and world peace. They will 
review the series of scholarship awards 
that have been given over the years to 
women graduates for postgraduate work 
here and abroad. All these things, and 
many others of world proportions, will 
be discussed in large meetings or at 
Special Interest sessions. 

There will be a solemn tribute to those 
named in the obituary list, at this 
women’s gathering — members who 
have died on the battle field, in bomb- 
ings, in prisons and “‘in a place of public 
execution.” It is a long list. There 
will be happy memories, too. 

Senior members who have met in a 
dozen world centres over the 28 years 
of the Federation’s existence still laugh 
over the Council meeting in Madrid 
when Spanish hostesses—unaccustomed 
to western freedom — billeted their 
visitors in a convent. Doors were locked 
early and more than one world-famous 
figure sought entry by window. There 
were the difficulties with the Magyar 
language in Budapest, where they 
learned to dance the famous czardas at 
a glittering ball; President Masaryk’s 
garden party in the Chateau of Hrad- 
cany, and the Czechoslovak Premier’s 
offer of an English-speaking policeman 
to keep the visitors out of trouble! The 
canal cavalcade of 26 boats at Amster- 
dam and the cheese market at Alkmaar; 
the Queen’s of the Belgians party at 
her Chateau at Laeken near Brussels, 
the amazing affair at the Edinburgh zoo 
when the town council entertained 
among the animal cages; delegate Dr. 
Lise Meitner’s crystal-clear talk on 
nuclear fission in London—and the 
wonderful last night in Stockholm in 
1939 when everybody sang carols in 
Swedish and Latin and French and 
English with the Crown Princess of 
Sweden—and went home to find war on 
the doorsteps of the world. 

Some delegates have had difficulty 
bringing money out of their countries— 
so the Federation is assisting with 
travelling expenses and hospitality, and 
many will leave Toronto to visit and 
speak through the Dominion and the 
United States, eager to renew contact 
with the sciences and professions in this 
country. Italy is sending observers 
(Mussolini and Hitler early dissolved 
these important world links among uni- 
versity women in their countries). The 
Netherlands — where the organization 
disbanded when ordered to exclude 
Jewishmembers—will haveseveral repre- 
sentatives from their live new group; 
Poland (where members carried on 
secretiy, teaching children in under- 
ground classes so that education pro- 
ceeded practically 100%) will again 
have delegates. Thailand (Siam), which 
was seeking admission pre-war, will 
again be considered. 

So distinguished is the roster of 
delegates that it would be impossible 
to list them. The large American group 
(the U. S. Federation makes up 86,000 
of the near-hundred thousand world 
membership, and Canada has 4,000 
members) will include world past-presi- 
dent Dean Virginia Gildersleeve of 
Barnard College and author-anthro- 
pologist Margaret Mead. There is 
considerable possibility that Canada’s 
brilliant astro-physicist, Dean Vibert 
Douglas of Queen’s University, may be 
chosen new international president— 
an honor, needless to say, of the highest 
kind for Canada. 


Chatelaine, August, 1947 — 7 


It is a@ care-free mood that the 


Yardley Lavender brings—a lilting spirit 


in tune with whip of wind and grace of youth. 
It is the fragrance which says you are 
glad to be alive—the fra- 


Yardley English Laven- 
der—$1.25 and up. 
Yardley English Laven- 
der Soap 35¢ a cake; 
box of 3 for $1. 


The Yardley Lavender 


* Bath Salts and Dusting Powder ¢ Talcum ®* 


Series 


ENGLISH 


also 


grance which lifts up your head. 


It is the one lovable 


fragrance you can wear 


always. 


LAVENDER 


includes — Lavendomeal 
and Brilliantine 
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WHAT ABOUT YOU? Are you seeing 
to it now that your skin will retain its 
glow of youth long after others accept 
the tell-tale lines and tiny wrinkles 
that follow loss of natural skin mois- 
ture? Are you making every effort to 
retain as long as possible the natural 
oils that keep your skin smooth and 
supple? You should! 

Neglect of proper skin care .. . 
too much exposure to winter’s harsh 
winds and summer’s hot sun. . . 
these are the things that cause your 
skin to lose its natural moisture. 





Oke ClCH — A wonderful make-up base 
that vanishes smoothly into the skin, leaving com- 
plexion satiny and daintily scented. Let it act as you 
sleep! This fine, lightly-textured skin cream contains 
“‘cholesterol.”’ Helps keep skin soft and supple, 
neutralizes any excess acid accumulations 

in outer pore openings, guards 
vital skin moisture. 85c. 





she still 
turn heads uF, 





ENSEMBLE BY MILGRIM 


Choose creams carefully. You needn't 
pay a high price to get creams that 
will do something for your skin... 
try the two fine creams that bear the 


proud name of Chas, H. Phillips. 


Phillips’ Milk of Magnesia Skin 
Cream contains a special ingredient 
that guards against loss of natural skin 
moisture . . . “cholesterol.” Helps 
nature keep your skin from looking 
old before its time. And soothing, 
softening oils that assist in keeping 
skin smooth and supple. 

Phillips’ Milk of Magnesia Cleans- 
ing Cream prepared especially for re- 
moving make-up, surface dirt and accu- 
mulations from outer pore openings. 


Both creams contain genuine 
Puiturps’ MILK or Macnesia. 


Phillips’ 


MILK OF MAGNESIA CREAMS 


G - 
f Olauaug CCCHHM2—A light, daintily- 





TRY either of these fine creams for only 15¢ each! Check the type you want, 
write your name and address in margin and enclose 15¢ for each jar ordered: 


[_] Phillips’ Skin Cream 


scented cleansing cream that tissues off easily. 
Liquefies as you smooth it on your skin, Leaves 
your complexion looking dewy-fresh and 
sparklingly clean. 85c. 


[_] Phillips’ Cleansing Cream 


Mail to Dept. A-87, Chas. H. Phillips Chemical Co. Division, Windsor, Ontario 











Fashion Shorts 


--- a preview of trends 


ONGER skirt lengths are definitely 
in. But there’s no need to take a 
dim view. Fourteen inches above 
street level makes you slimmer, 
trimmer, and fashion-wise. 


Curve-contoured is your silhouette- 
to-be. Rounded, narrower shoulderline; 
hand-span waist; built-out hips. Rule 
the angle out of your geometry. 


You'll be hearing about the tapered 
look. In narrowing-from-hips skirts. In 
narrowing-toward-hips toppers. Ac- 
curately described as the barrel influence 
and a Paris importation. 


Infinitely versatile the lowly button. 
If your classic woollen simply cries for 
a metal-trimmed belt that the state of 
the budget won’t allow you, here’s what 
you do. Buy a few cards of those 
costume-making gilt or coin buttons sold 
in the dime stores. String the buttons 
on an elastic band, and attach to a 
plain leather belt. High fashion at low 
cost, 


Up-to-date means down to earth, 
(Prices, too—could be). Specifically, 
sweaters, which are high fashion in a 
lithe long length. 


You'll like the torso molding of 
knitted overblouses. In_ interesting 
striped arrangements. Beige yoke, 
white band, black from there on down. 
Or other variations of the same theme. 


Dresses go side saddle. Side closings 
and diagonally draped skirts. Feminine 
as violet scent. 


Two-piecer, or at least the two-piece 
look, is the edict. One-piece dresses 
simulate cleverly with an overblouse or 
tunic. 


Adjustable waistbands on slacks: 
idea presented by a Canadian manu- 
facturer. Instead of the usual side 
closing, there’s a wide lapover (con- 
cealing a pocket), and a short slide 
fastener running horizontally on the 
waistband to be locked into whatever 
location is cosiest for your handspan 
waist. Maternity slacks will have the 
same feature in two horizontal slide 
fasteners one each side, to give a leeway 
of about eight inches each way. 


B for ballet-length. B for bouffant. 
B for brown. All important this season. 


Another Paris importation: the 
flower silhouette. Carried out in jackets 
that flare at the hips. In dresses that 
bell out at the hemline. 


Collar ad—distaff version. Cavalier 
or calyx collars on dresses and suits. 
They’re in the grand manner... 
they’re making neckline news. 


Cuff bracelets, very wide, are a 
happy ending to long tapering sleeves. 
Long bib necklaces dramatize high 


necklines. Accentuate the positive with 
costume jewellery. 


Newest wrinkle on the hosiery mar- 
ket are nylons that can’t wrinkle. 
There’s a specially designed size for 
every type of female architecture... 
from the short women with slender or 
sturdy legs, right up to the glamazon 
who sighs for elevens in the longest 
lengths. These same nylons have tricky 
pocket-shaped heels to offset slipping, 
twisting and inset strain. It’s a won- 
derful world! 


If we seem to be rushing 
the season by talking about 
coats, we are. Can’t wait 
to get into a hooded, back- 
flaring greatcoat. And dig 
our hands into the deep 
pockets. The one we've se- 
lected has a_ plaid-lined 


hood. 


Simplicity Pattern 

No. 1971. For de- 

tails for ordering, 
see page 42. 


If you favor the peasant blouse this 
summer, you can have more of the same, 
come fall. It’s been adapted in wool. 


The U. S. Navy discards binocular 
cases and what happens? They’re 
swooped up by smart New York land- 
lubbers. And converted into shoulder- 
strap bags. Some ingenious ingenues 
go farther. They wear the shoulder- 
strap as a belt with the case suspended. 


Underscore full - blown crowns in 
hats. The emphasis is on width and 
draping. To be in clothes harmony with 
the silhouette below. 


Turbans and berets blouse grace- 
fully. And are especially maneuvrable 
in soft satin. Then they’re cuffed, 
quilled and qualified. 







































































Be prepared to expound the mys- 
teries of modern art when you wear one 
of the new silk scarves of famous artists’ 


designs. Dali’s difficult in a museum, 
but he does right well accessorizing a 
dress. 


Turn to autumn with a turn-of-the- 
century blouse. The Gibson girl has 
a demure stand-up collar and sleeves in 
an expansive mood. And is mated with 
a new back-wrapped crepe skirt. 


Tiers skirt the hip question, but 


Fur-bearing suits. Nutria and 
ocelot on shawl collars, capelets and 
pockets. Persian lamb and ermine in 
the higher brackets. 


Not too early to be thinking of 
satin, not sequins, for exterior decora- 
tion. The idea is a deft use of contrast- 
ing fabrics for yokes, peplums and 
panniers of smooth crepes. 


Satins shine by themselves too. Not 
only in elegant blick but shimmery 
taupe and smok, blue. Reserve a 


. hanger now for a two-piece gleamer. 


Heady as the grape are vintage 
colors. Mulberry, wine and purple. 
Crepes are on a spree this year. 


Weep no tears for sloppy Joe. Baggy 
sweaters will be drummed off the 
campus. Star pupil will be a striped 
molded pullover with cardigan in one 
of the shades of the stripe. 


there’s no evasion for you. The tiered 
skirt is a headliner and focuses attention 
below the belt. Or, it could be, the 
beltlessness of a molded bodice. 


Take a bow if you’re thinking of 
winter in terms of an Alaskan sealskin 
coat. Three famous Parisian couturiers 
are raving about its “sheer beauty, 
wonderful colors and the tailoring and 
draping qualities of its soft, pliant pelt.” 
Strong words, those, with a mighty 
impact on fashions in furs the world 
over. # 
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Keep your hair always smooth, chic and lovely 
with wonderful HoLp-Bos bobby pins. They're invisible 
in the hair, strong yet flexible, gentle as a lover's 
embrace. Rounded-for-safety ends won't catch hair, 


because they slide in smoothly. And Hold-Bob 
pins stay in more securely, 










feel better, look smarter. / 


/} 


HOLD-BOB* 


BOBBY PINS 


/ 
[ f: 
/ 












Mode in Conada by Gaylord Products of Canade, 
Ltd., St. Hyacinthe, P. Q. ... formerly known as 
The Hump Hoirpin Mig. Co. of Caneda (1940) td, CAMADS 
nea. 
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Beoutify your home 


with G LAS S 


@ Dull, drab rooms have no place in today’s 
home. Make them gay, bright, sparkling, and 
full of sunshine—with glass. Pilkington Glass, 
Limited are distributors of Pilkington Plate 
Glass, Pilkington Window Glass, Insulux Glass 
Blocks, “‘Vitrolite”, British Plate Glass Mirrors 
and glass for every building purpose. 










A sun porch like this really brings the 
sunshine indoors. 


Large corner windows bring in light and 
give cross-ventilation. 





A large unframed mirror gives the effect 


f With plate glass windows from floor to 
of an additional room. 


ceiling, room and garden become one. 


=I 
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See ata glance where things are with plate 


British plate glass on tables and window 
i glass shelves in your linen cupboard. 


sills prevents marring by potted plants. 





Large plate glass windows and Insulux glass blocks make 
your kitchen bright as outdoors. 


Caw 


TE D 








Holifax, Montreal, Kingston, Toronto, 
Hamilton, St. Catharines, Winnipeg, 
Ceigaery, Edmonton, Vancouver 

The mark of distinction 
GLAS 








FINGER 
PIN CURLS 


Starting at the centre of the strand, loop hair 
around forefinger, rolling curl up to the scalp 
with the thumb and first finger of other hand. 


How to Make Pin Curls 


BY ADELE WHITE 
Beauty Editor 


HEN it comes to hair-dos for 

fall, brevity is the soul of fashion. 

Stylists are stressing shorn locks, 

with hair not more than two or 

three inches in length all over 
your head. Just think what a boon this 
will be if you sometimes like to alternate 
appointments at the hairdresser with 
doing your hair at home! Once you’ve 
learned the trick of twisting pin curls 
so they will comb out into soft waves 
and curls—easily brushed into place 
each morning—setting your own hair 
willseem perfectly simple if it’s short and 
easily managed. 

Here’s how to start your pin curling. 
Divide your hair into three sections— 
sides and back. Work on one section 
at a time and pin the others out of the 
way. Now divide the section into 
strands of equal thickness; dampen the 
strand either with water or wave-set 
lotion — depending on whether your 
perm is new or fading. Hold the strand 
perpendicular to your scalp between 
thumb and forefinger. Make a loop of 
hair around the forefinger of your other 
hand and start rolling the hair around 
and around this finger, with all stray 
ends tucked in as you go. Hold the curl 
firmly while you fasten it down with two 


hairpins which are crisscrossed at the 
top for added security. 


Finger-pin or sculpt? There are 
two kinds of pin curls—finger-pin and 
sculpt. The former is used when you 
want to comb the curl into a firm wave 
with plenty of body and spring. To 
make finger-pin curls start rolling the 
strand of hair from the centre up to the 
scalp and last of all turn in the ends. 
This makes the centre of the strand into 
the tightest curl while the ends will be 
loosest. 

Sculpt curls are used when pin curls 
are to be left in circlets rather than 
combed into a wave. This type differs 
from the finger-pin curl because it is 
rolled right from the ends up the scalp 
so that the tightest part of the curl is 
in the ends. 


Ruling the waves. The secret of 
making waves across the front of your 
hair lies in reversing the direction of 
each row of finger-pin curls. The first 
row will be twisted away from the crown 
of your head—the second row toward 
the crown. Continue these reverse curls 
for as far back as you want the waves 
to go. Then roll the rest of your hair 
into the sculpt type of pin curls, 


Short cut. One of the top hits these 
days is the hair-do shown in the photo- 
graph. It has a side parting and two 





SCULPT 
CURLS 


Start rolling from bottom of the strand up to 
the scalp so end will be the tightest inner circle. 
Alternate direction of first two rows of curls, 


Sa gtee Sis ax: alee 
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FREE FROM 


ONINVITED PESTS « 





The end of the strand is twisted around last so 
that it will make the loosest curl. Fasten with 
two crossed hairpins to hold pin curl in place. 






MODERN 
PEST CONTROL 


Supper on the porch at sundown, 
free from buzzing and biting insect pests. That’s the way 
summer evenings were meant to be enjoyed. And that’s 
the way you can enjoy them, if you make use of Green 
Cross Pest Control Products... sure protection against 
insect pests in garden and home. 


5% DDT HOUSEHOLD SPRAY (Residual) 


End the everlasting annoyance of flies, mos- 
uitoes, gnats and other pests in your home 
or 8 to 10 weeks at a time. One thorough appli- 

cation of Household Spray, covering walls, 

ceilings, upholstered furniture, even clothes to 

be stored, will do the job neatly, safely and 

effectively. Will not stain, has no unpleasant 
our. 


CERTICIDE (5% DDT Varnish) <i 
This product takes up the fight where House- WaT 
hold Spray leaves off. It’s designed for brush and 
application of DDT to surfaces hard to cover het 
with a spray, or where DDT deposits might rub 








; 
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rows of reverse finger-pin curls on each 
side of the part. Then the pin curls 
change to sculpt and are all twisted 
toward the crown of the head. There 
is special interest in the back part of 
this hair style. First there is a horizontal 
parting from ear to ear. The hair above 
this part is brushed smoothly into a swirl 


and the ends are twisted into sculpt 
curls. Below the part the short ends 
near the nape of the neck are made into 
two rows of sculpt curls. When this is 
combed out it will give the flat effect of a 
monk’s cap surrounded by a halo of 
curls. This hair-do lends itself very be- 


comingly to flower and hair ornaments. 





The first row of curls is twisted away from the 
crown of the head. The second row is twisted 
towards it. This will comb into a wave. 


THE CANADA PAINT CO. 


THE MARTIN-SENOUR CO. 
LIMITED ela Py mans) 


off . . . screens, oe pails, etc. Flies, ants, 
cockroaches, fleas and other insects that walk 
on a Certicide-treated surface will surely die. 


TANTOO INSECT REPELLENT CREAM 


Enjoy a stroll out-of-doors ou cool summer 
evenings, without the accompaniment of an- 
noying insect pests. Tantoo repels them... 
black flies, mosquitoes, gnats and other insects, 
Ideal for fishermen, bathers, golfers, others, 


WEED-NO-MORE 
(Original BUTYL ESTER of 2,4-D) 


It’s old-fashioned to dig weeds... nowadays 
the thing to do is to spray them away with 
quick-penetrating Wook He-ideee, One appli- 
cation does the trick ... within 3 weeks weeds 
are dead right to their root tips, lawn grasses 
are unharmed. 


Protect your garden from destructive insects with DDT 
Flower Spray, Rotenone Garden Guard and other 
Green Cross dusting and spraying materials, 


GREEN CROSS INSECTICIDES 


manufactured by: 


LIMITED LIMITED 





* Reg’d trade-mark 


THE LOWE BROTHERS COMPANY 
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Hing, Vasities 


Baby's Mon. 


No ready-made menu will suit all babies. Your doctor 
knows best the different foods your baby should have 
and when he should have them. However, the Heinz 
Strained Foods listed here may be added to the menu of 
most normal babies at the ages suggested. Consult your 
physician concerning quantities your baby should have. 


He’s beginning to look around with wide-eyed 
interest . . . tries to sit up . . . expresses himself by 
coos and gurgles and delighted smiles. But he still sleeps like a 
little log for 16 to 18 hours. Solid foods are a regular part of his 
menu, and to tempt his tiny appetite, mothers may choose three of 
Heinz Strained Foods—Carrots, Green Beans, and Apple Sauce. 
All Heinz Strained Foods have a smooth uniform texture for 
easy digestion. 





He's sitting up alone now . . . reaching for every 
object in sight. His great delight is playing with 
things he can crumple or bang. And his teeth? He has one, maybe 
two! Mother may add three more varieties of Heinz Strained Foods 
to his menu—Vegetables and Lamb, Spinach, and Apricots with 
Oatmeal. These are carefully prepared from highest quality fruits, 
vegetables and meat . . . cooked to retain in high degree the 
minetals and vitamins baby should have. 


= Youu baby fron 4 ty 7 mot 
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He may not be able to stand up yet, but he’s 
certainly trying with all his little heart. He under- 
stands many things you say to him and he may be saying a few to 
you. More teeth are appearing, and mother introduces him to more 
Heinz Strained Foods. For his main course—Asparagus, Beef and 
Liver Soup. For his dessert—smooth, delicious Orange Custard. 
All in all, Heinz offers 22 varieties of Strained Foods—each one 
designed to make small babies big and keep all babies healthy. 





\ months he usually has doubled his 
ou 9b 2 birth weight and by a year he has 
4 tripled it. i 
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Look for the famous 
Heinz Baby in your 
favourite store. It 
marks the shelves 
where you will find 
a complete line of 
Heinz Baby Foods 
and Junior Foods. 


For FREE booklet 
on “Your Baby’s 
Diet”, write H. J. 
Heinz Company of 
Canada, Ltd., 420- 
430 Dupont St., 
Toronto 4, Ontario, 





(hild Health Clinic 
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By Elizabeth Chant 
Rebertson, M.D. 


BABY grows surprisingly quickly 
during his first year. By five 


If all is well he grows 
most rapidly during his first three 
months. He also adds nine inches to his 
length in his first year alone! 

When your baby was a young infant 
you probably noticed that there was 
quite a large soft spot or fontanelle near 
the front of his head. This fontanelle 
is roughly diamond-shaped and its size 
varies considerably from baby to baby 
for no accountable reason, It is an area 
where the skull bones have not yet 
grown together. Instead, there is a thick 
tough layer of gristle or cartilage which 
is very strong. Consequently you need 
not be afraid of washing his head 
thoroughly or of combing over the soft 
spot. 

Some babies develop light brown 
scales or cradle cap on the tops of their 
heads. This may be partly due to 
the fact that their mothers have not 
washed these areas as well as they 
should. At any rate it is easy to clear up 
and is not serious. The treatment is to 
soak the scaly patch with olive oil or 
mineral oil at bedtime, or even better 
to lay a thin pad of absorbent cotton 


dipped in oil over the spot and then hav« 
baby wear an old thin bonnet to keep it 
in place. The oil softens the scales so 
that before baby’s bath the next day you 
can remove them with a fine-toothed 
comb. Then, as usual, you wash his 
hair. If the scales do not all come off, 
repeat the treatment the next night. 
Keep your eye open for cradle cap in 
future as it often recurs. 

As baby gets older the skull bones 
gradually grow into the soft spot from 
all sides, and sometime between nine and 
16 months it is completely closed over. 
Babies that are not given fish-liver oil 
or some other form of vitamin D develop 
rickets, ahd one of the common signs 
of this disease is a delay in the closure of 
the fontanelle. 


The First Weeks 


Not infrequently the head of a new- 
born baby is a little out of shape. This 
is due to the pressure that is put upon 
it during its normal passage through the 
birth canal. By the end of the first 
month this abnormality in shape has 
usually disappeared. 

If baby is regularly laid down on his 
back, the back of his head becomes 
flattened. If he is always put on one 
side, that side becomes a little flat. 
Neither of these changes has any serious 
effect on him, but they certainly look 
bad. You can avoid them by putting 
him on his left and his right side 
alternately. .As babies do not like to 
face the wall, you can easily manage this 
alternate side business by turning his 
small cot after each feeding so that side 
of the cot that was next to the wall 
becomes the outside one. This saves you 
from remaking the bed completely after 
every feeding. Once your baby learns to 
sit up and stand; any minor deformities 























| “Ruth always 
exaggerates 
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JANET POWER 
Practical psychologist and 
mother of three of the kind of 
children you'd like to know. 


“VW daughter is 
continually ovet- 
stating things... 
colouring her 
stories with LITTLE 
INACCURACIES. It 
may sound petty, 
but recently these 
mistakes have had 
very bad results. 


Ruth is only seven, Mrs. Power, but I’m 
VERY WORRIED about her carelessness. Ic 
could so easily become LYING.” 


You are quite right to be worried, Mother. 
Ruth's bad habit of INACCURACY is a fairly 
serious problem. Scolding will not help 
her. She needs gentle, firm reminders of the 
truth. When she is obviously exaggerating, 
show her that her story of a two-mile walk 
is no more exciting than the two blocks she 
DID walk. If three little girls in her class 
have a new hat, it’s not every girl in the 
class. Help her to see that the truth Is in- 
teresting, that exaggerating is unnecessary 
and sometimes harmful. 


For example, when Ruth helps you set 
the table, tell her to count the things she 
needs correctly—that's an excellent little 
accuracy exercise! Remind her that ‘nearly’ 
and ‘almost’ are not good enough to get 
good marks at school . . . that it is impor- 
tant in life to get things absolutely right. 
Ruth can be encouraged to mend her way 
of exaggerating by continual reminding 
of the truth. She will become more 
dependable as she is checked on the facts 
and ENCOURAGED when the #rath is told! 


Mother, it will take time and patience 
to train your little girl to always be 
mapenany truthful — but your efforts 
will be well rewarded in happiness for 
BOTH you and Ruth! 


Start the Day Right! 


Watch little appetites GRow when you 
serve attractive and amusing Kellogg's 
Rice Krispies! Children with fussy break- 
fast habits soon race for the table in the 
mornings. They LOVE the merry Snap- 
Crackle-Pop when the milk or cream is 
poured on—and they'll ask for more. “Rice 
Krispies” is a registered trade mark of the 
Kellogg Company of Canada Limited for 
its delicious brand of oven-popped rice. 
Get some for tomorrow's breakfast. 


v 
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THE MOTHERS’ FORUM 


Kellogg's want to share with others the solution 
you mothers have found for your own children's 
problems. Have you an interesting story? If 
so—write to Mothers’ Forum, Box CH-30, 
London, Ontario. Kellogg's will pay $5.00 
for each letter used in this column. 


“I was making George nervous” 
writes Mrs. Tester 


“Whenever our son was naughty, I had 
the unfortunate habit of telling him how 
bad he was. My husband pointed out 
that this was having a bad effect on the 
boy — making him sullen and nervous. 
So now, if he’s naughty, we say ‘That 
can’t be George — because George is 
always a good boy!’’ Now our son is try- 
ing to live up to this praise—and it’s 
remarkable how much easier to manage 
he is now.” 





| of his head caused by pressure.begin to 


disappear, 

Practically all babies are born with 
blue eyes. The permanent color does 
not appear until they are one or two 
months old. They are deaf for the first 
36 hours or so, but after the first week 
they will be awakened by loud or shrill 
sounds, Such noises frighten them too 
and so they should be avoided. Even 
at birth baby can taste his food, but his 
preferences are not necessarily those of 
adults. For example, most babies are 
really fond of cod-liver oil and some 


| older youngsters even want to drink the 
whole bottle. When baby is a few weeks 


old he can judge temperature by his 
tongue and will refuse feedings that are 
too hot or too cold. 

Occasionally mothers are worried be- 
cause their babies’ legs seem to be 
curved or bowed. Usually this is more 
apparent than real as these babics lie 
with their knees spread wide apart and 
the soles of their feet opposite each 
other. It is rarely nowadays that we 
see really bowed legs—a condition that 
is due also to rickets. 


Teething 


Babies begin to drool and bite when 
they are about three months old. This 
has nothing to do with their teeth. 
Somewhere about six months they do 
actually cut their first teeth and thisis real 
news, especially if it is the first baby in 
the family. Usually one of the centre 
front teeth (incisors) in the lower jaw 
is the first one through. From then on 
baby sprouts teeth at frequent intervals 
so that by the age of two and a half 
years he has the whole 20 of his first set. 

Teething causes no trouble in about 
half of the babies. The others may be 
a little fretful and not as hungry as 
usual for the few days during which the 
tooth is coming through the gum. When 
a baby behaves in this way, do not try 
to make him eat more than he wants 
to take. Some years ago mothers 
thought that vomiting, diarrhea and 
convulsions were often caused by teeth- 
ing. Such serious symptoms are not due 
to teething, and if your baby develops 
them you should notify your doctor so 
that he can discover and treat the real 
problem. If teething did cause serious 
trouble, your baby would be almost 
continuously ill for about two years! 


Preschool Age 


From the age of two to five years, 
youngsters grow relatively slowly and 
this explains their rather modest appe- 
tites. Do not coax or force them to 
eat more than they want or you may 
have an eating problem on your hands. 
Make their helpings small, but see that 
they learn to eat all kinds of suitable 
foods. 

These youngsters grow particularly 
slowly in width. In addition they are 
usually extremely active. The net 
result of these two factors is that a pre- 
school child is much more slender than 
he was when he was a baby. This is quite 
to be expected, and provided he is 
growing regularly and your doctor finds 
no trouble when he examines him every 
six months, you have no cause for worry. 

If your youngster will be off to school 
next month and you have not had him 
examined regularly, which is a pity, be 
sure to have him checked over right 
away. Then if anything needs further 
attention, it can be done before school 
opens and he will be in good shape for 
his rather strenuous new life. & 
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YOUR 


For protection many hospitals make certain that each child is 
properly identified. In plastics, too, identification is most important. 


BEFORE YOU BUY ANY PLASTIC ARTICLE... 
IDENTIFY IT AS BEING RELIABLE! 





This Trade Mark identifies fine plas- 
tics that are scientifically formulated 
for specific uses, whether they be baby 
pants, shower curtains, raincoats, 
handbags, or shoes. VINYLITE Plastic 
products are tested for quality by 
Better Fabrics Testing Bureau. 


Twe worp VINYLITE ts A Recis- 
TERED TRADE MARK OF CANADIAN 
RESINS AND CHEMICALS LIMITED, 
DO YOU KNOW... 
of the many consumer 
articles made from 
VINYLITE Plastics 
. . of its hundreds of 
uses? Write to Dept. 
F, 4, P.O. Box 6072, 
Montreal, for a free 
copy of the full col- 
oured booklet, THE 
STORY OF VINY- 
LITE PLASTICS, 


WHEN YOU BUY PLASTICS: LOOK FOR THE VINYLITE PLASTIC 
TRADE MARK—IDENTIFIED FOR YOUR PROTECTION. 


CANADIAN RESINS and CHEMICALS LIMITED 


TORONTO, ONT. 


MONTREAL, QUE, 
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THE FUTURE BELONGS TO THOSE WHO PREPARE FOR IT 


igs 


Are most “first children” boys? 


Old wives’ tales and new scientific theories both fail to shed 
much light on the mystery of what determines a baby’s sex. 
Yet one surprising fact has been proved by birth records— 
most first children are boys! 


And that first baby—that beginning of a new generation— 
is of supreme importance to you. He deserves every chance to 
become a healthy, happy individual, equipped to make a suc- 
cess of life. In that The Prudential can help you—for Pru- 
dential makes a specialty of providing financial protection for 
the family’s future. A Prudential insurance program can be 
worked out for your owr particular needs—based on the 
number of children you have, the income you earn, the kind 
of protection you want your family to enjoy. 


If you’re not sure your present life insurance does every- 
thing you want it to do, see your Prudential representative. 
He’ll be glad to work out with you a complete plan for your 
family’s protection. 

You will enjoy the Prudential Family Hour—every Sunday 
afternoon over CFRB Toronto and CKAC Montreal 


And the Jack Berch Show—Every afternoon, Mondays through 
Fridays, over CBL Toronto and CBM Montreal 





THE PRUDENTIAL 
INSURANCE COMPANY OF AMERICA 


&A mutual life insurance Company 


HOME OFFICE: NEWARK, NEW JERSEY 


BRANCH OFFICES IN ALL LEADING CANADIAN CITIES 











~ An Apology 


to AL Wives 


by ONE OF THEM — 


HIS is an apology—a blanket apology to a small group 
of married women | know personally and to a fot of 
other wives | will never meet. After many years as a 
single businesswoman I am living on their side of the 
fence now and the view is different. So is the perspective. 

This apology is not to nagging wives—to extravagant wives 

or to wives who “run around”—but to the thousands of 
hard-working Canadian women who cook their husbands a 
good dinner every night, and who try to make him a real 
home. Most of them live in large cities, because in the towns 
and villages the conditions which give rise to the situations 
to which I refer do not exist. 

None of the women to whom I am apologizing ever thought 
me a menace. And I wasn’t. A fairly sensible business- 
woman in her thirties—not too good-looking. (“She seems 
to know lots of men—I wonder why she never married.’’) 

I lived my business life in a field where “contacts” are 
considered important.and where almost any kind of behavior, 
absence from the office or change of pace could be tolerated 
on the grounds that it was a “good contact.” Such contacts 
usually meant parties, and the wives were seldom, if ever, in 
on the parties—because they were to “talk business.” I have 
heard business talked at the parties, but not often. If a 
discussion of the Maple Leafs’ hopes next year is business— 
or the chance of a comeback in Saskatchewan, or whether 
Russia will fight the United States, or “have you heard the 
one about .. .” is business, then | worked under a delusion 
for years. 

There was a monotony about the way the parties started. 
Joe Blow from New York would finish up his businéss at 
our branch office and then extend a blanket invitation to us to 
come down to his suite for a drink. About 90% of us would 
accept with alacrity just as if it were the first instead of the 
fifth in the week. Two or three of the men would hesitate. 
Jim always declined firmly. “Thanks a lot, Joe, but my wife 
is expecting me home for dinner. See you next time you're in 
town.” With that he grabbed his hat and got out. 

That would be Elmer’s signal. Self-appointed office wit, 
he was off. 

“Poor Jim. Sure is afraid of that ball-and-chain he’s got. 
Doesn’t dare be half an hour late for dinner. Bet his wife 
beats him up Saturday nights.” 

It never occurred to anyone—particularly to me, that Jim 
might like to go home—that it was possible he preferred 
an evening with his wife and youngsters to an evening with 
a group of men with whom he spent the whole day. Poor man 

tied down to a wife like that! 

About this time, George, who had been about to leave too, 
would begin to demur, and any chance his wife had of seeing 
him for dinner ended when Elmer started in. “What about 
you, George—you afraid of your wife too?” 

Whereupon George would get on the phone and in a gesture 
of defiance for the benefit of the rest of the boys inform his 
wife that he would be a “little late” for dinner. Over a 
period of years George’s chances for getting home, I would 
judge, would be about 25%. Sometimes he made it for 
dinner. Most often not. 

Down we went to the hotel. Joe Blow entertained us and 
after Joe finished, the boys felt Continued on next page 


She was the girl who always went along 
with other women’s husbands to “business 
parties.”” She’s getting a brand-new slant 
from a different side of the fence now 





Are you 
in the know? | 





How can a gal ask a boy out? 


[-] “Let’s have a coke” 
(] “Meet me of the movies” 
(_] Invite him to your home. 


He’s shy about a date? Here’s how you 
can make the bid, gracefully: Corral 
your femme friend and her joe... 
invite them (and your shy guy) for a 
platter or ping-pong session at your 
home. There's safety in foursomes, 
and no need to be self-conscious. And 





too, you’re blush proof if you use 
with 


Quest, the powder deodorant, 
your sanitary pad. It’s soft, 
soothing ... absorbs mois- 
ture, helps prevent chafing 
and destroys odours com- 
pletely. 









Do you choose the colours of 
your clothes — 





(_] To copy your gal pal 
(-) To suit your colour-type 
(_] Because they're hi-fashion 


A colour that’s becoming for one chick 
canbe her gal pal’s poison! The trick 
is ‘to find shades to suit your own 
colour-type. Tuck materials of assorted 
hues under your chin. Whichever 
befriends your skin tone and tresses— 
that’s for you! It’s a poise-booster. 
So too, (on “calendar” 
days) is the Kotex 
Wonderform Belt. It’s 
dainty, adjustable 
washable, and fits 
snugly without 
w7 binding. 













called on to return the favor. “You 
gave us cocktails—now we'll take you 
to dinner.” 1 always went along. 

George used to take me aside and say 
diffidently, ‘‘Look—if this matter ever 
comes up in front of my wife, don’t let 
on there were any women from the office 
at the party. She wouldn’t understand.” 

“Poor George,” I said to myself. “A 
jealous wife. What is there in this 
situation to worry her? When I get 
married, I'll be different.” It was a vow. 

So Jack came back from overseas 
and we were married. And I found out 
a few things that aren’t included in 
“What Every Bride Should Know.” 

My husband got a job in a similar 
field—and a different office, and with 
the vows still in my mind I prepared 
to observe them. But there was no 
necessity. He came home regularly for 
dinner—with the very occasional excep- 
tion. I guessed the setup at his office was 
slightly different. 

Then one day when we intended to go 
to an early show I picked him up at the 
office and ran into Elmer’s prototype. 

“*So, this is the little woman, eh? So 
you’re the reason he always goes home 
right after work. Came down to pick 
him up tonight to make sure he got 
home, did you? Well, boys, come and 
meet Jack’s new ball-and-chain.” 

There was the word. I had done 
nothing to deserve it and I. was about 
to protest as my husband whisked me 
out with Elmer’s double’s voice ringing 
in my ears: “Be sure to take him 
straight home now.” 

I was mad. “What's all this about?” 
“Well,” Jack began apologetically, 
about four times a week some guy 
blows into town and there is a party. 
I went a couple of times and I was bored. 
I’d rather drink at home, I’d rather eat 
at home, and I'd rather be at home.” 

All of a sudden I thought of Jim. 
Could be he’d rather be at home. It 
could be his wife was not a tyrant. It 
could be that if he had asked her she 
would have put on her hat and come 
down to the party. 

You can’t win, I began to see. You're 
going to get it in the neck anyway. 
About half those men really know that 
Jim’s wife is no ball-and-chain; they 
just wish they had the courage to take 
the razzing he took. The rest of them 
are having wife trouble and don’t care 
anyway—probably they’re jealous of 
Jim’s home life. 

I don’t know what the answer would 
be—perhaps an organization of “Hus- 
bands who love their homes and don’t 
mind admitting it,” with a_ ladies’ 
auxiliary of nonnagging wives. 

Anyway, | am now a ball-and-chain. 
And Jack isn’t making many contacts. 
It worried me a bit until I checked on 
Jim a couple of months ago. He is 
now vice-president of the firm and they 
tell me his wife entertains very nicely 
at dinner parties for visiting executives 
when the need arises. And that she is a 
very good scout. 

Elmer is still making contacts—but 
his wife has left him, and the other girl 
in the office is still going to the parties, 
and feeling very sorry for Elmer because 
his wife did not understand him. 

I repeat—I apologize. One gets a 
much clearer view from this side of the 


fence. 
Ke 





Its a 
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During those hours of childbirth and in the days that follow, 
doctors and nurses are never off guard against the risks of septic 


infection. To-day, 
maternity hospitals, the doctors and the 


in Canada’s leading 


nurses have chosen a new weapon to pro- 
tect their patients and themselves from 
the risks of septic infection. They use 
‘Dettol’, the modern antiseptic. 


At no time are the qualities of an anti- 
septic— its dependability and safety — 
more searchingly tested than in the con- 
duct of labour. ‘Dettol’ has won the trust 
and confidence of doctors and nurses be- 
cause it combines in a remarkable degree 
the properties of high germicidal strength 
and gentleness on sensitive tissue. In your 
own home ‘Dettol’ is the safe way to 
safety from infection. 


we Et 


THE 





THE REASONS 


why ‘Dettol’ is now being 
used in more and more 
of the leading hospitals in 
Canada, 


1 ‘Dettol’ is a ruthless killer 
of the germs that cause so 
many septic infections. 

2 ‘Dertol’ is non-toxic — 
non-poisonous, (Important in 
homes where there are young 
children). 


3 ‘Dertol’ is effective in the 
presence of blood and pus. 


4 ‘Dettol” is kind and gentle 
to human tissues, 


$ ‘Dertol’ is safe: so safe 
that it could, in emergency, 
be used even in the dark. 


6 ‘Derrol’ does nor stain 
either linen or the skin, 


7 ‘Dettol’ is deodorant, 
pleasant, agreeable: admirably 
suited for use in feminine 
hygiene. 


Do as the hospitals do, keep 


“‘Dettol’ handy and use it 
promptly whenever infection 
threatens, 


OL 


MODERN ANTISEPTIC 


RECKITT & COLMAN (CANADA) LIMITED, PHARMACEUTICAL DIVISION, MONTREAL 
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Made in Canada 


For Better Service to | i iatintahane:: 


A large division of the Canadian Westing- 
house plant is devoted exclusively to the 
manufacture of electric lamps of all types, 


Canadian Homes! ; yg 


requirement. Westinghouse Lamps enjoy a 
: ‘ nation-wide reputation for long life and 
The Westinghouse appliances and products you buy efficient, economical service. 


are made in Canada, to meet Canadian needs and con- 
ditions. They are engineered and built to Canadian 
standards ... the highest electrical standards in the 
world. They make important contributions to Canadian 
industry and employment. They are backed by a nation- 
wide system of service branches and a dealer organiza- 
tion of integrity and stability ... ready to serve you 
now with the finest of electrical products for your home. 


ELECTRIC RANGES... Wade cn Canada! 


One of the first domestic appliances manu- 
.factured in Canada was the Westinghouse 
Electric Range. Constant improvement and 
development have maintained Westinghouse 
leadership in the field of electrical cookery. 


OL 
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RADIOS... Wade cn Canadal 


Westinghouse was first to manufacture radio 
receivers in Canada, in 1923, and has con- 
tinuously pioneered in the engineering and ELECTRIC WASHERS ... Wade cn Canada/ ELECTRIC REFRIGERATORS Wladecu Canada/ 
omens of finest radios for the Canadian The Westinghouse “Cushioned Action” Westinghouse was first to develop and build 
jones. Washer is a Canadian development, designed the hermetically-sealed type of electric re- 
and manufactured in the Hamilton plants of frigerator in Canada, in 1933. Latest devel- 
Canadian Westinghouse, and based upon opment is the True-Temp Refrigerator, also 
extensive research and experience in home completely built by Canadian Westinghouse 
laundry equipment. in Canada’s largest electric appliance plant, 


Laer houhe needs 


RADIO TUBES... Wade cx Canada! 


ae 
The Canadian Westinghouse Electronic Tube * 
Division produces tubes for radio, radar and 
electronic use. The first radio tubes in 
Canada were produced by Westinghouse 


twenty-four years ago. 


CANADIAN WESTINGHOUSE COMPANY LIMITED © HAMILTON, CANADA 





Hlustrated by Ted McCormick 


by Mildred Lynn Greenwald 


ARCY BUCKLAND swung her smart grey 

roadster into the quict road outlining the Point. 

She ran a few yards past Cutlers’, the end house 

on the Point, swerved over to the farthest edge of 

the gravel road and stopped. She pulled off her 
wisp of a hat, slid down on the end of her spine and 
leaned her head back so that she could feel the summer 
night melt against her face. It felt like satiny blossoms 
caressing her cheek. 

The tangy smell of the sea, flowing down this stretch 
of inlet, hit her nostrils; the gentle swish of water 
piling against rocks filled her ears. It was heavenly 
here, she thought. You could melt into something 
beyond yourself and be one with peace and quiet. Or 
you could if you didn’t have disturbing matters pulling 
at you like telephone bells. With that sharp reflection 
she was once more drawn into the net of anxiety that 
had entrapped her all the day. Ever since Aunt Het’s 
long-distance call to the store. 


“What are your objections ts Mady marrying me?” 
asked Phillip with disarming frankness. Darcy felt a 
twinge of dismay at being put on the spot so soon. 


“Darcy, you'll have to come. Mady wants to get 
married. Next week,” Aunt Het had quavered. 

She was appalled at Aunt Het’s announcement. 
Then her good sense started functioning again. 

“Mady’s only a child! Why, she doesn’t know the 
first thing about love. She can’t, judging from the 
sweatered beanpole she used to let languish around the 
house last summer,” she protested laughingly. “What 
was his name? Jim—” 

“She'll be 18 next week, Darcy.” 

“It was the word “ 18”’ that shocked her into sombre 
reality. If Aunt Het had said “19,” or “Mady knows 
her own mind,” or “ Mady will be of age next week,” 
she would have continued to regard Mady as a child. 
You don’t break the habit of years as if it were a piece 
of thread. But 18. She had been 18 when— 

“T’ll be up there this evening, Aunt Het.” 

“You'd better plan to stay over, Darcy. It—won’t 
be easy getting her to see reason,” choked Aunt Het. 


‘I'll stay,” she promised, “just as longas necessary.” 

She had spoken rashly, not knowing how she could 
at the moment, for the season’s busiest period was 
approaching. Everybody in the city wanted to trans- 
form his house or apartment into something it wasn’t, 
before winter. Later in the day, as she stood at a 
ninth-floor window and fleetingly looked out at a city 
of roofs and towers and spires, it occurred to her that if 
she were to die then and there, without any fore- 
warning, the store would have to go on without her. 
And it could. So why couldn’t it if she only went 
home for a few days! She used the staircase to the 
administrative offices on the top floor. 

“My lord, Buckland, leave at a time like this?” 
protested V. J. Hastie, the vice-president. 

‘At a time like this,” she repeated coldly. “Unless 
you prefer I just resign.” She'd thought of that 
alternative as anxiety about Mady washed over 
her again. + Continued on page 5$ 


CHATELAINE FOR AUGUST 





She peered around 
the room, and al- 
though it was perfect- 
ly obvious, she asked, 
“What in the world 
are you doing now?” 





OMETIMES, happily, she said, “Oh, I’m the 
miser type, I guess,” without realizing the 
paradox. Her mouth was kind and generous, her 
eyes candid, 

Often she used the word “my,” and it stood 
out among the other words in the sentence, a two- 
lettered figure of ugliness, wreathed in a false charm 
made by the softness of her voice and the gay dis- 
paraging way she spoke. 

This particular day was bright with the sun and a 
relaxed smugness of warmth and light showed the 
interior of Myra’s house to advantage, emphasizing 
space and underlining the perfection of furnishings. 

Salina, Myra’s young daughter, and Myra’s hus- 
band Charles had ‘already left the house, one to her 
senior high-school classes, the other to his steel plant. 
Myra was in the kitchen with energetic Jessie, the 


(Vit 
INNOAN 


maid. She was dressed in a flowing heavy yellow 
negligee, and her wealth of auburn hair burned in the 
light that came through the windows. Her face was 
shaped like a heart, the cheekbones wide, and a small 
sprinkling of freckles added to the sparkle of eyes 
so dark they were almost black. 

* ’Nother cup of coffee, Mizz Simms?” 

“Please, Jessie.” The cup was placed before her, 
and the coffee poured. With satisfaction that had 
nothing to do with the thing at which she looked, 
Myra added the cream carefully, watching the way it 
seemed to boil its color into the jet of the coffee. With 
an indolent hand she drew the sugar close and added a 
teaspoon of it to the coffee. Her sigh, as she stirred, 
was a soft kitten murmur. 

Jessie cocked a judicious eye at Myra. “Reckon 
you’ve made all your plans.” 

“Yes, I’m going to give her the 
car Saturday. But | hope she won’t 
take any chances in her excitement 
over the surprise.” 

Jessie said, ““She’s a smart girl, 
not like so many nowadays. You 
know how they are.” 

“Oh, of course,” admitted Myra, 
“my daughter is level-headed. But 
what do you expect when she gets 
her first car—her very own?” She 
spoke quietly, as if in awe at this 
first major possession of Salina’s. 

“She oughta be happy, Mizz 
Simms,” said Jessie, as she returned 
to the stove. She paused, and 
added, “‘I guess she oughta,” and 
her tone lifted Myra’s head. 

“You don’t think she shouldn’t 
have one?” she asked, more as a 
denial than a question. 

Jessie’s shoulders lifted, but she 
did not turn. “I guess havin’ things 
is all right. It ain’t crossed my 
mind too hard.” The thin shoulders 
slowly dropped. A grating sound, 
like a torn cry fell on her first word: 
“I only wanted one thing, Mizz 
Simms my boy, and he’s gone 
now. God bless ’im.” 

Myra cast her eyes down. Jessie’s 
boy, of course. Killed in a railroad 
yard. Myra shivered. It was 
important to her to have her hus- 
band, her radiant daughter, far 
beyond material things. She could 
feel, with a tense coldness within, 
the bereavement of a woman who 
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has lost her son. She lifted her cup, drank the warming 
coffee. 


EVEN THOUGH she shared the master bedroom with 
Charles, Myra had a room of her own. Its sanctuary 
was important to her. The fourth bedroom on the 
second floor had been made into a combination study 
and sewing room, although Salina had wished it 
transformed into a utilitarian guest room. Occasion- 
ally, she liked to have several of her friends over. for 
the night, and always her mother disliked the idea of 
one or two of them sleeping in her room, even though 
she did not use it at night. Myra and Salina had 
argued about it several times, and then Salina had 
not mentioned it again. 

Now, Myra entered her room, and found it as woven 
with the morning light as the kitchen below it. She 
closed the door silently, as if she kept a tryst with a 
secret companion. And it was true, she did—with 
herself of the long past years when such a place had 
been dream and improbability. She stood inside the 
door and looked around—with wonder that was 
childlike and never jaded. Her full tall body was 
revealed in statuesque line in the triple mirrors of the 
dressing table and in the full-length mirror of the 
closet door. There was a fresh feminine scent in the 
room, she breathed it in as if she stood in a new garden. 

Unconsciously her slender fingers, the veins showing 
in delicate violet, stroked the smoothness of her 
negligee, and a sensual pleasantness drifted from the 
touch of her arm and to the neck and to her brain. 
She went to her desk and sat down, drew forth an 
oblong sheet of heavy rough paper, deliberately lifted 
the solid black and gold pen from its holder. She had 
to list the many things that were to be done today. 

Suddenly the smile and expectancy were gone, and 
she was frowning. A frown did not go well with her 
face, and it seemed her lips coarsened and her eyes 
became opaque, losing their lustre. She started up 
from the chair, sat down again, realizing in her 
temper that Charles and Salina were already gone. 
One of them had been using her pen: she could always 
tell by the feel of something that was hers whether 
anyone else had been using it. Other fingers left their 
spoor, and it was distasteful to her. 

She did not, certainly did not like it—as she’d told 
them over and over. Charles never could remember 
where he had put his pen, and Salina’s was always 
out of ink—and invariably someone came in here and 
snatched up her lovely pen to make some notation or 
other. 

Her anger was so great she became impatient, wish- 
ing to chastise someone. She strode to the head of the 
stairs. “Jessie! Jessie!” No reply. One white mule 
tapped. “Jesseeee!!"" 4 Continued on follow'ng page 


Greed is forgivable if you’re starving, but when a woman 


has everything it can become a monstrous 


force devouring love itself 
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The kitchen door opened. “Yes, Mizz 
Simms.” Jessie appeared below, her thin face 
upturned, her hands wiping suds on her apron. 

“Did you, by any chance, use the pen in my 
room?” 

Jessie squinted up. “Yes um.” 

“But, Jessie, you know!” 

“Yes, ma’am. But a genman called for 
Mr. Simms an’ wanted to leave a message, an’ 

I had no pencil.” 

Adamantly Myra shook her head. “You 
know I don’t like anyone using my pen.” 

“Yes, ma’am, I know. But I had no pencil.” 

The mule tapped again. Myra’s nose, when 
it pinched, gave her face an oddly leaner, 
predatory look. “There should always be a 
pencil on the phone table.” 

Jessie nodded. There was no expression on 
her upturned face. Myra stared down for a 
moment, and then drew back. She strode back 
to her room, her legs swishing in the folds of 
the negligee. She slammed the door this time. 

She sat at her desk, composure slowly 
returned. Her arms were laid on the polished 
wood, across her breasts, and she leaned 
slightly forward. The pinch left her nostrils. 
Again there was a softness about her. The 
small panes of glass in the doors over the 
shelves in the desk glinted at her, and she 
stared into the radiating pin points. Shame 
drew up over her. Jessie’s expressionless face 
imposed itself on her mind—and beyond it, she 
understood the essential sadness, the wide 
lonely plain of loss. In her own love, she could 
realize the starkness of that plain. Shame 
knotted in her, and she stood up, pushing back 
the chair, and ran down the stairs to the 
itchen. The gaunt figure was bent over the 
sink. Myra stood beside her. “There’re a lot 
of fools in this world, Jessie. Sometimes I can 
be one of them. I’m sorry.” 

“It’s all right, Mizz Simms,” said Jessie. “I 
understand.” 

Back in her room, Myra took up the pen 
once more. She did not write immediately, she 
was still shaking off the incident with Jessie. 
After all, it was ridiculous to get as angry as 
that. It would have,been a different matter if 
the pen had been broken—but even then she 
had no right to browbeat. 

But she just couldn’t help being angry at 
times, even over trifles like the use of the pen. 
She seemed to be the only one in the house who 
respected the property of others, and, in turn, 
expected them to respect hers. 

But—well— 

And she began to list the things to be 
accomplished for the day, the pen moving 
swiftly as it made large crudely formed letters. 

Hairdresser. 

See if John could get the ham for Friday. 

Call the Blanes about supper date in town. 

Check on Salina’s car. 

She paused. Her eyes lifted to the small 
panes. It was right, no matter what Charles 
said, that Salina should have a large and 
important possession of her own. It was 
necessary now; she was old enough. Salina’s 
disregard for things had of late become far 
too flagrant—and when she owned something 
like a car, completely, her spoiled lack of 
possessive discipline would die. Some time 
ago she and Charles had had a conclusive 
argument on the subject. 

Myrasmiled. Poor Charles looked so harried 
when he argued with her. Thinking about 
this, a warmth came to her. Her Charles made 
his love evident even when he was arguing. 
Without that love, or even if it were impaired, 
nothing would have meaning for her. All these 
possessions of the dream come true would lie 
around her in senseless mockery. 


THE ARGUMENT had had its origination 
during the late part of the afternoon. Myra 
had been lying down, the blinds drawn, 
preparatory to dressing for dinne-. She had 


the ability to accomplish things at a terrific 
rate of speed, and to relax as simply as an 
animal. She had spent the majority of the 
day housecleaning with Jessie. This was a task 
Myra enjoyed to the extreme. She loved to 
polish the silver, and lay the pieces back in 
their beds of red cloth. To dust the strong 
well-cut furniture, and to bring out the purity 
of design and color in the deep padded rugs, 
and have the nap stand, groomed and rich. 

She was in her own room to rest. She always 
rested there during the day, glorying in its 
spaciousness and the quiet dimness that lay 
around her when the blinds were drawn. Her 
eyes were closed, and no active thoughts 
disturbed her head. Impressions filtered 
through—the roast being prepared, the dessert 
they would have, what dress would she put on? 

her mind drifting through her closet, from 
one dress to another. 

A sharp sound, coming from across the hall 
broke the spell. Her eyes opened slightly, and 
closed again. She moved on the bed, settling 
into it. The sound again. Steps. A silence, and 
then the repetition. It did not stop... 

She rose, slipped her feet into mules and 
went across the hall. She opened the door to 
Salina’s room, and stood there, staring. 

Salina was standing before her, wearing a 
sloppy sweater and woollen skirt, the sleeves 
of her sweater pushed up to her elbows. In one 
hand, poised to throw, she held a long feath- 
ered dart. The dart was held poised a moment, 
and then slowly lowered to her side. 

Myra’s horrified eyes left the slender blond 
figure of her daughter, and she peered around 
the side of the door. Holes pocked it. and in 
several places the wallpaper had been pierced. 

Although it was perfectly obvious, she 
asked, “What in the world are you doing?” 

Salina shrugged. She was unsmiling. “I was 
reading, but got a little bored and started to 
throw the dart.” 

“On your wall and door, that’ve just been 
redecorated!” Her eyes were big. 

Salina shrugged again and plumped down 
on the bed. “ Redecorated at least six months 
ago. I’m sorry, mother, I just didn’t think 
about it. The darn thing was lying on the 
desk, and I started to throw it.” 

“But, Salina—” 

“I know, mother,” she said irritably. She 
spoke as if reciting something memorized but 
not understood. “Don’t you have any pride 
in your room, and if you don’t have pride in 
what is yours, you could at least understand 
the house is important to other people, and if 
you didn’t have the things you do, you'd feel a 
lot different about—” 

“Salina!” Myra was flaming. 

Salina caught her lip, and her eyes were 
troubled. “I’m not deliberately trying to be 
nasty, mother. It’s just that I’ve heard it so 
much—” 

Myra controlled herself, sat on the chair 
facing the bed. Quickly she scanned the room 
—and it was as she might have expected. A 
dress hanging over the chair by the window. A 
picture tilted on the wall. Several pairs of 
shoes and a pair of slippers lying in disorder, 
partly under the bed. The bedspread rumpled, 
a pair of slacks on the floor beside the dressing 
table. 

With righteous anger, she thought of how 
happy she would have been at Salina’s age if 
she had had a room like this. If she had had 
any kind of room to herself! 

Her anger was calming—it burned in her, 
but attached itself to reason. Her eyes went 
to Salina. And Salina returned the gaze, 
hesitantly, as if she had thoughts she feared 
could emerge there. 

Something happened in Myra’s heart. This 
was her daughter—and, she knew, intrinsically 
a fine one. The pride she had always had in 
her lovely child matched the burning of her 
anger. It was Continued on page 43 


Unless your housing conditions are 
intolerable — unless you have to 
live in a cellar, a barn or an aban- 
doned freight car — your best bet 
may be to stay where you are. 


The Smiths 


IHHERE’S a proverb that no man is a hero to his 

valet. Likewise, I suspect that no man is an 

expert to his wife. Take my own case for 

instance. As an architect, and home planning 
editor of Chatelaine, I’m expected to be familiar with 
all matters relating to residential design and con- 
struction. But Mrs. Smith has her own opinion of how 
much I know. She points out that the house we are 
building for ourselves is still unfinished. Indeed, both 
our children have been born since it was started! 

I confess I’ve learned a great deal since the first 
sod was turned. I hope some of the lessons will be of 
value to you. 

First off, I’d like to say: don’t be in too big a hurry 
to build or buy. Unless your housing conditions are 
intolerable, unless you have to live in a cellar, a barn 
or an abandoned freight car, your best bet may 
be to stay where you are. No matter what rent you 
pay, it’s likely to be less than the comparable monthly 
cost of building or buying better accommodation. 
Remember, if you mortgage your future to become a 
homeowner at today’s inflated prices, you may take 
a beating when the market returns to normal. 

When that will be, no one knows. Prices won’t 
start down till the supply of new houses begins to 
approximate the demand for them. It may be next 
year, or it may be five years from now. 

My wife and I were in the unfortunate position 
of being unable to wait. We gave up our apartment 
when I joined the Army, and after my discharge, faced 
the problem of having nowhere to live. My wife found 
a temporary solution by smuggling me into her 
mother’s house. Then we began a frantic search for 
a place to rent. Though our present duplex eventually 
turned up, at the time there wasn’t a thing. 

For a while we debated buying a house. Buying 
has certain advantages. You know in advance what 
you’re getting and what it costs. On the other hand, 
the houses for sale do not always suit your particular 
needs and tastes. 

The reason we decided to build instead of buy was 
because we thought we’d save money. At the time 
it cost more to buy an existing house than to build 
another exactly like it. Many of the houses we looked 
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at were over-age. Others required extensive repairs 
and decoration. But the deciding factor was the size 
of down payment required by the mortgage company. 
It so happened that we would have had to raise a 
larger percentage of the total cost if we bought an 
existing house than if we built a new one. 

If we had to make up our minds today, we might 
reverse our former decision. That’s because the 
Dominion Government has thrown responsibility for 
construction control to the municipalities. They 
refuse to accept it. As a result, anyone can build 
anything he wants to. Essential buildings like houses 
must compete for desperately scarce materials with 
less essential buildings such as theatres, bowling alleys 
and service stations. 

Absence of construction control doesn’t make it 
impossible for you to erect a house. But because 
materials and labor can be employed in less essential 
building, your house will take longer to complete and 
cost more than it should. Over a period of time you 
are bound to be affected by boosts in wage and price 
ceilings. You'll have to pay more interest on the cash 
advances made by the mortgage company. The same 
thing applies to the rent you must pay for whatever 
accommodation you now occupy. 

We did not have to face these handicaps in 1945. 


Because of this sort of competition 
for materials and skilled labor, 
the house you start to build now 
will probably cost you more. 








Having decided to build, my wife and I next asked 
ourselves, “* Where?” 

There is little vacant residential land left in Toronto, 
where I work, and what is left is fairly expensive. 
On the other hand, there are plenty of reasonably 
priced lots in the suburbs. Speedy transportation to 
and from my office, which is downtown, was an 
important consideration. On investigation, I found 
to my surprise that living on the outskirts and travel- 
ling by bus and streetcar took longer than living in 
a town 20 miles away and commuting by train! The 
friendly atmosphere and attractiveness of this par- 
ticular community appealed to us. We decided to 
make our home there. 

Before we started to hunt for a lot, we discussed 
the features it should have. We agreed that a lot was 
more than a plot of ground on which to build a: house. 
It was an anchor that would moor us to a particular 
environment for many years to come. Therefore, we 
said, “We'll choose a neighborhood where people are 
congenial, where property is well maintained, and 
there is some protection against a change in resi- 
dential character.” 

We next listed our requirements. We wanted to 
be close to the schools and shopping district, near— 
but not too near—the railway station. We wanted to 





Transportation facilities should be 
carefully checked. Sometimes train 
service 20 miles out is quicker 


than trams or buses in town. 
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be on a paved street, but not on one carrying heavy 
traflic. We wanted fire and police protection, electric 
and gas service. We wanted municipal water supply 
and sewers, and we wanted to be on the right side of 
the prevailing wind. Sometimes, if you don’t look into 
the matter of wind direction, you find a distant 
abattoir or glue factory can come awfully close! 

Through perseverance, and the help of a good real 
estate agent, we found a lot that approximated our 
ideal. Its only disadvantage was a minor one. The 
sewer main had not been laid very far below tne 
surface of the road, and to get proper fall for the house 
drain it was necessary to set the building somewhat 
higher than usual. 

My wife and I felt our house should have spacious 
grounds to set it off properly and ensure that it had 
plenty of light, air and privacy. At the same time, 
we didn’t want so much property that caring for it 
would be a burden. We decided 14 of an acre was 
about the right size. This would give us a lot having 
75 feet frontage and 150 feet depth. The lot we bought 
actually measures 100 feet in each direction. That’s 
because it’s part of an old survey, and land was 
formerly subdivided on the square instead of the 
rectangular pattern. Our lot happens to be a corner 
one, which gives greater Continued on page 48 
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4 Wondertul Husband... 


by Louis A. Brennan 


HE PHONE barked at her from the other end 

of the house, downstairs, and when Marion did 

not break into a trot at its command, began to 

sputter irascibly. Marion was in every sense 

most unready to talk to Harriet Akers about 
subbing at bridge club tonight, and the phone, catch- 
ing her on the fence of hesitation, took on the tongue 
of a sassy brat taunting her with her weakness fiend- 
ishly found out. But it wasn’t in her, and she knew it, 
to ignore so insistent and immediate a botheration. 

It wasn’t in her, and she knew it wasn’t, and she had 
often quite sincerely called herself, without effect of 
improvement, a self-propelled ninny that it wasn’t in 
her to let any of the cacophonies of living die of their 
own discord. Sometimes she flattered herself that 
she had a precious inborn disposition toward the 
tranquil, the orderly and the fine. But at times like 
this, she was more honest. To be blunt she was a 
coward before din and dissonance, telephone bells and 
household howls alike. It was not because her soul 
was of so rare an essence, but because where there was 
a conflict of sound there was conflict and she had 
never in her married life known how to handle herself 
in any kind of conflict, whether it was within herself 
and required a decision, or between her children and 
required arbitration, or with her husband, and 
required will and resolution. She was always too 
quick to throttle the sounds of dissension and erase 
the signs, in order not to have to look on the meanness 
of their causes and admit her ineptness in their 
healing. 

So, because the phone ranted, Marion scudded to 
answer it, and because she knew that Harriet at the 
other end, having packed herself comfortably into an 
overstuffed, with a full cigarette box on her knee and a 
friend to engross her, would wait until the phone 
expired in mechanical death unless she did answer. 
Harriet was being firmly kind about this. She knew 
better than anyone that Marion had not dropped 
her regular status in the club from a languishing 
interest. But kindness is no acceptable substitute for 
a baby-sitter, and the twins, at three, had hired an 
imp to waken them for mischief the minute she left 
the house at night. 

She had asked Bob at breakfast if he couldn’t keep 
himself free this one night. Whether he loved her or 
not would come into question long before his love for 
their twins. But he had answered her with an old 
device used whenever the negative direct made him 
seem either unreasonable or unfair. He let her wait for 


a reply until the silence widened to an abyss and then 
opened a new subject as though her request had been 
swallowed in its depth. He knew only too well her 
inability to force him to a decision. He said he loved 
her because she never nagged. But he almost certainly 
mistook love for gratitude. And if he credited her 
with restraint he was mistaken too; it was cowardice, 
or at least timidity and a hopeless inability to cope 
with unwillingness and dissent. Better acquiescence, 
better silence. 

She lifted the phone, deploring herself because she 
hadn’t even made up her mind that she hadn’t made 
up her mind about going and it was a vile thing to do 
to Harriet to keep her dangling. 

“Mrs. Palmer,” the receiver told her crisply, “this 
is the police.” 

“I’m Mrs. Palmer,” she said,“ Mrs. Robert Palmer,” 
and was sure the emphasis on the surname would 
correct the police’s mistake. 

“Good. Can you tell us where to get in touch with 
your husband?” 


SHE FORGOT everything but her heart, said, 
““Why—”’ senselessly, and went into throbbing silence. 

“Sorry. Didn’t mean to alarm you. His car has 
been reported stolen.” 

Her mind quickened. “‘Didn’t he say where he was 
when he reported it?” 

“He didn’t report it. One of his men saw it taken 
from where it was parked near that new construction 
job of his on High Street.” 

“I can give you the license number and description,” 
Marion said. 

The policeman was patient. “We don’t need the 
license number and description, madam. We want to 
get your husband to verify that it was stolen.” 

She could have bitten off her tongue after she 
asked it, but biting off her tongue before wouldn’t 
have prevented her asking: “‘What makes you think 
it might not have been stolen?” 

“A man in the construction business, like your 
husband, very often lends his car to someone to do 
an errand,” the policeman said smoothly. But 
because he had hesitated before he produced it, she 
knew that, good as it was, it was a second-best 
explanation. 

““Mr. Jacobson, the foreman on the job, would know 
almost anybody Mr. Palmer would send on an 
errand.” 

“Mr. Jacobson didn’t know the driver of the car.” 


The door opened, and she steeled herself against the sharp percussion of Bob’s voice. 
“For Pete’s sake,” a voice said huskily, but it wasn’t Bob’s...it was a woman's. 


“What was the driver’s description?” Marion asked 
with a tactical casualness. % 

“We don’t know that a crime has been committed,” 
the policeman said primly. “So we can’t be giving out 
incriminating descriptions.” 

“1 see,” she said, and she did, only too well. She 
looked at the hall clock. It was nearly five, well into 
that pause in the day’s occupation now known as the 
cocktail hour. 

“You've tried Mr. Palmer’s office, the building 
commissioner and Central Trades Council?” She knew 
they had. They knew him and his business. 

“‘Of course,” the policeman said. 

“TI may know where to find him,” she said, and then 
she lingered over the phone a minute, wondering 
whether there was anything she could say that would 
put a better face on the situation before the police. 
But the trend of this call could mean only that the 
police, with their impersonal worldliness, knew about 
Bob Palmer, what she procrastinated about admitting. 
She hung up abruptly. Why try to clothe herself in 
pride no matter how elaborate and figured, when she 
knew it was transparent? 


SO IT WAS a girl who had driven off in Bob’s car; a 
girl whose description made it probable she wasn’t a 
car thief and likely that she was someone Bob was in 
some way intimate with. The police were in their 
usual! precarious position where a respected citizen is 
concerned. If the girl were a thief, she was being 
allowed too much time for escape, and Bob had 
grounds for complaint about official laxity. But if she 
weren't a thief, there would be not only Bob’s 
resentment to meet but the girl’s certain outrage at 
the dual error of interference with her affairs and 
impugning her reputation. The police, with whom 
Bob was on friendly terms, as he was with everybody 
in Porthaven, wanted to protect Bob’s property. But, 
masculine too, they didn’t want to cause him trouble 
at home either. So they had discreetly stuck their 
necks out. 

Marion bit her lip. What trouble was she likely to 
cause Bob, she who dreaded sowing it, and reaped no 
pleasure from it when it grew by the wayside? Was 
it, or wasn’t it, a revelation that Bob might be 
involved with a woman the 4 Continued on page 34 


Illustrated by Carl Bobertz. 
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Sirange \ 


Dettloff 


She’s one of hundreds in the same plight. Vol- 
unteered for Canadian Women’s Army Corps, 
won her lance-corporal's stripe, now can't get a 
job because she’s “Indian.” War service was 
the happiest time of her life, she declares. 


National Film Board 


At home on the range. Thousands of Alberta's 
wild horses are shipped to Europe, some alive, 
some as canned horsemeat: Cowboys and 
Indians round them up, and Indian women go 
along to help out, as here—with boot mending. 


The diaper shortage was no problem to the 
Crees of the James Bay area, where babies 
spend their first couple of years in moss- 
bags filled with dried sphagnum. This is a 
typical family, attending a village dance. 


OME DAY, perhaps, a writer of the Indian race 
will pen one of the greatest of Canadian novels. 
The setting will be a small community somewhere 
along the St. Lawrence, or the rocky shore of 
Georgian Bay, or the northern tundra of Sas- 
katchewan, or a fishing village lashed by the Pacific. 

This will be a psychological novel, a tale of emotions 
and instincts in conflict with environment. 

The chief character? A young Indian woman. She 
will be attractive, intelligent, perhaps trained for a job. 
But her mind will be like a stunted jack pine, mis- 
shapen and distorted by the hostile winds that blow 
upon it, yet, like a tree, with a beauty of its own 
through these buffetings. 

Without a doubt, tragedy will be the tone of the 
novel, because this young woman will stand. as a 
symbol of thousands of her own race, caught in the 
conflict of two cultures. 


omen in Our Midst 
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Nationa] Film Board 


by 
Margaret Ecker Francis 


A modern Canada will have given her a fair educa- 
tion. She has had an opportunity to observe the 
habits of the white race. From young girls her own 
age she caught a love of pretty clothes, the desire to b« 
as wholesome and attractive as they. 

But even though she learned these lessons well, th« 
heroine of this unwritten book remains an outsider 
No one can quite overlook her misfortune of having in 
her veins the blood of the first Canadians. 

The girl returns to her own village, and this tim« 
she’s in conflict with her own people. While she has 
struggled to become a modern Canadian woman, they 
have fought to cling to their old way of life with it 
tribal customs and traditions. The girl wants none o! 
them, for in the white town these very things hav: 
branded her a person apart. 

She would like to work, to use the training she has 
received. But in most parts of Canada the only jobs 
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Indian wedding in the Anglican chapel of Indian residential sitiesl, James Sex. Bride 
wears white with net veil, and for the wedding party artificial flowers are gay touches. 
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On every Indian reserve across this 
Dominion there’s a bitter conflict 
going on between the old life and 
the new; between the tepee culture 
of Grandmother and the modern 


urges besetting the young girls. 


Dettlof® 





A rugged old-timer of a Pacific Coast 
tribe — still accounted one of the 
best basket-weavers in the district. 


Her granddaughter dislikes native 
crafts; wants moder clothes, fun, 
career and, above all, a chance. 
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The First Canadians 


open to her are housework, being a maid in a third- 
rate hotel or a waitress in an east-end café. If she is 
trained as a nurse or teacher, she can teach only in 
Indian schools or nurse in Indian hospitals. Even 
those positions are hard to get. If she has stenographic 
training, few white employers are interested in her 
services. 

Perhaps she does succeed in finding a niche for 
herself, but then as she grows older her thoughts turn 
toward marriage, a home and children. And once more 
there is conflict. 


THERE’S THE theme—the framework of a growing 
Canadian problem. It’s a problem that government 
agents across the country, and Indian leaders 
themselves, say is more widespread than the white 
population knows. Indeed, it’s a fair guess that until 
the recent newspaper reports from Ottawa, where 


Indian affairs have been aired and tribal briefs pre- 
sented to the Government, the general public had little 
knowledge of the modern life of our First Canadians. 
Yet they number some 126,000 souls; they are 
domiciled on some 2,200 reserves. Because of their 
separate community pattern they have remained 
outside the line of march of Canadian life. And in that 
fact lies a story of heartbreak and frustration for 
thousands of young Indians. 

Most of us would prefer not to examine it too 
closely. There’s more romantic attraction in the old 
picture of Indians living in tepees and liking it; of 
Indian women preferring their dress of beaded doeskin 
to a sleek little suit and a smart hat. 

But the English girls who married Indian soldiers 
overseas and came back to live on the reserves have 
opened a few people’s eyes. Abroad, Indian soldiers 
were accepted in most cases without question, and they 





In remote communities Indian women share heavy work 
with their husbands. A James Bay wife is seen skinning an 
otter, one of a big catch brought in from the family traplines. 


behaved themselves with dignity. It was a shock to 
their brides to discover that in their own land they 
were not accepted. 

In Calgary the other day an English girl, married to 
an Indian, bought some wine for a birthday celebra- 
tion. To her horror, she was arrested, tried and 
fined, and the purchases confiscated. It was explained 
to her that she was not a free human being, as she had 
imagined, but an Indian, without citizenship and 
without the privileges British people take for granted. 


ON ANY Indian reserve in Canada, one could come 
face to face with the problems of Indian women. But 
it was in a community on Vancouver Island that I 
talked to 75-year-old Catharine, her face seamed with 
some deep inherent sadness, and to 20-year-old 
Gladys, her face sullen with hostility against white 
people who denied ‘her 4 Continued on page 51 
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by Dorothy Sangster 


LONG ABOUT now Canadians who pick up 
their daily newspaper find themselves looking at a 
picture of what appears to be a quiet, calm, 
placid woman. 

This, according to the caption, is a portrait 
of Mrs. H. M. (Kate) Aitken, lecturer, writer, 
radio voice, cooking expert, housewife and mother, 
world traveller—and resuming her role as Director 
of Women’s Activities at the Canadian National 
Exhibition which opens its gates in Toronto this 
month for the first time since 1941. 

Those who know Kate Aitken are quick to observe 
that the portrait is highly misleading. No camera on 
earth, they say, unless it possesses a lens speed of at 
least 1/1,000,000 of a second, can hope to catch the 
whirlwind personality of Mrs. Aitken. So quickly does 
she move, indeed, that casual acquaintances are apt 
to see her a blurred photomontage of energy, in- 
genuity and charm, instead of gathering a clear-cut 
picture of the real Kate. Reaction ranges all the way 
from those who declare that being close to Kate acts as 
an invigorating tonic upon the system, to those who 
complain that half an hour spent in the company of 
such a high-powered woman sends them home to bed 
utterly exhausted. 

Kate’s unique personality enables her to overcome 
obstacles that would stump any ordinary person. 

On one occasion, for example, while touring the 
country for the WPTB with a wardrobe designed to 
teach Canadian women to “make over, make do and 
mend” their old clothing, she found herself stranded 
with half a dozen unpacked trunks in a small town. 


In five minutes the one and only train was due to pull 
out for Quebec City, where she had a fashion show 
slated for that very evening. Using her own special 
blend of magic, Kate persuaded the local railway agent 
to hold up the train long enough for her to pack. 
Twenty minutes later there arrived at the station the 
same breathless but charming Kate, who, in Montreal, 
has been known to put a strange man out of his taxi 
with the simple explanation that she needed it more 
than he did. Kate climbed aboard with her baggage, 
and the train for Quebec pulled out. 

A couple of hours later its engineer was flabbergasted 
to receive a message from Mrs. Aitken. Wasn’t the 
train running late? She suggested that he would have 
to get up more steam if she were to arrive in Quebec 
City in time for her appointment. 


HIRED AS food editor by the Standard, Montreal’s 
popular weekly, in 1942, Kate today is known to 
handle a variety of writing jobs under various pen 
names. Editors normally sparing in their praise refer 
to her capacity for work as“ frightening.” 

They remember how last summer Kate was assigned 
to do a series of picture stories on typical Canadian 
families under the title of “‘Mr.and Mrs. Canada.” 
She hustled crack cameraman Louis Jaques in and out 
of three cities in three different Maritime provinces, 
all in the space of nine days. The entire trip was made 
in her 1937 car “Gasket,” whose speedometer already 
registered a tired 128,000 miles, and was interrupted 
every few hours for repairs to flat tires and other parts. 

At the end of the trip Jaques went home and sat 
down in a quiet room for a long, long time. Kate, on 
the other hand, returned to Montreal with a notebook 
full of ideas for new stories which she could easily have 


Kate on this month’s big 
job: reopening of the Cana-’ 
dian National Exhibition. She 
always has time for a joke 
with the workmen. 


handled en route if only she had had a day or two 
more. 

Tamblyn’s Drug Stores, for whom Kate has made a 
morning broadcast Monday to Friday since 1940, are 
no less amazed by her speed and versatility. Although 
she spends only a part of each week in Toronto, she 
manages to edit and write their publication, Good 
News, to organize and run Junior and Senior Service 
Units, and to check up on the excellence of the 20-cent 
lunch—complete with vitamin pill—that is served at 
noon to head office employees in the company restau- 
rant. There are those who swear to the fact that Kate 
has recently taken to baking hot rolls for the restau- 
rant, arriving downtown at 8 a.m. and shaping up a 
nice batch of fresh dough before commencing her day’s 
work. This may be only rumor. 

To people who ask her how she manages to keep up 
such a terrific speed and look attractive and fresh 
at the same time, Kate replies firmly that she is 
impatient with people who look sick or tired. 

This attitude is so pronounced that according to one 
of her secretaries, “All you have to do to give Mrs. 
Aitken a fresh spurt of energy is to say to her, ‘Why 
don’t yousit down fora few minutes? You look tired,’ ” 

A slim, quick-moving, smartly-turned-out woman 
of indeterminate age, Kate Aitken is usually dressed in 
soft blue or grey tailored suits, devastatingly femi- 
nine hats, and a helpless expression that is con- 
siderably deceiving. Her idea of heaven on earth is to 
pack a picnic basket and spend a sunny afternoon in 
the country with grown-up daughter Mary. Next to 
that, she likes to work, grinding out pages of copy in an 
unintelligible backhand that her stenographers spend 
hours trying to read. She says she supposes it would be 
better if she typed out her memoranda, but she’s 
never learned how to type. 

According to those who know Kate best, she’s never 
learned how to relax, cither. Up at 6 a.m., she beats 
her way through a crowded week, part of which is 
spent in Toronto and the rest in Montreal, with side 
trips to places like Nova Scotia and California. She 
goes to bed late, reads herself to sleep with the goriest 
murder story she can find. On Sunday mornings she 


“sleeps in” until nine o'clock, following which she 


enjoys the one luxury she permits herself—a leisurely 
breakfast with her family. 

To those who express amazement at her many 
achievements, Kate usually retorts, “I see nothing 
strange in them. If I want to do something, I do it. If 
I want to go somewhere, | go. I’ve never spent much 
time sitting in an armchair dreaming of wonderful 
places to visit at some vague and far-off time. If I 
wanted to see Persia, or Afghanistan, or Peru, I’d 
simply start moving in that direction.” She has never 
taken a work-free vacation in her life, and says she 
wouldn’t want to. 

“My idea of a good holiday is to go some place new, 
and with a definite objective in mind,” Kate confides 
to friends somewhat apologetically. 


ALTHOUGH HER present activities are many and 
varied, Kate Aitken’s public career had its start with 
her interest in food. Asa child she loved to spend hours 
in the farmhouse kitchen in Beeton, Ontario, watching 
her mother cut out and bake gingerbread men for the 
big family of youngsters. After a spell at school- 
teaching out west, Kate married and returned to 
Beeton. While Mr. Aitken was kept busy running the 
family mill, Kate bought up 26 acres of light-soil 
land, built a neat modern house on it and went into 
poultry and small fruits No White Wyandottes ever 
had better feeding, housing, more carefully controlled 
ancestry than those at “Sunnybank.” According to 
one Beeton neighbor, “Kate did everything for those 
hens except lay the eggs herself.” In due time the 
Aitken hens won a Continued on page 52 
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ERE’S to August! Maybe the 

grass is a bit burned, the vines a bit 

dusty, and the weeds have got 

ahead of you; maybe the fields of 
waving grain have been reduced to stook 
and stubble; maybe goldenrod gives 
you hay fever; and you find the evenings 
are closing in. But the very early spring 
chickens are about ready for frying; the 
corn is no longer green but ripe and 
succulent; the grapes are hanging in fat 
luscious clusters and the garden’s late 
summer richness makes this the heyday 
of the maker of meals. 


Cold drinks are hot stuff, come the 
dog days. Nothing’s surer of a warm 
reception than a trayload of long tall 
glasses full of cool refreshment—ice 
cubes afloat and tiny restless bubbles 
on the up and up. Have a big pitcher 
for refills; it’s thirsty weather. 


To give your glasses a frosty look, 
dip the rims in slightly beaten egg white 
—then in powdered sugar (you can 
spare enough sugar for that, can’t you?). 
Let them dry before filling. 


Liquid assets: fruit juice ice cubes 
add coolness and flavor to your giass. 
Try red currant, pink rhubarb, blue 
plum or other colorful blocks in a pale 
punch. Or add a little green food color- 
ing and a few drops of spearmint to 
plain water and freeze. 


Cut yourself a piece of pie—green 
apple. Cut two pieces for me. 


From one Helen in Rhode Island 
to another here: “‘May I say that you 
are blaspheming an almost sacred New 
England standby when you suggest that 
Red Flannel Hash might be made with 
pot roast? Oh, no, the same is made 
from the honored remains of a New 
England boiled dinner—namely, corned 
beef, potatoes, onions, beets. This is 
fried carefully in butter until crusty on 
each side.” Now that’s a milder reproof 
than I deserved. Thank you, Helen B; 
I’d try your hallowed standby if it 
didn’t have any beets. 





And from Connecticut: First, a 
thank-me for “clearing up the mystery 
re castor sugar.”” Remember? Second, 
a word of enlightenment on the meaning 
of gammon. Seems it’s just fat salt pork 
—so now I know. That’s hands across 
the border for you. Merci, Maxine. 


Melt red currant jelly, add-an equal 
amount of prepared mustard and there’s 
a quick-as-a-winker sauce that does a 


lot for ham—baked, boiled or fried. 


Correct me if I’m wrong, but I think 


that jam making is one thing this° 


generation does better than its grand- 
mother. But you can’t blame grandma; 
she didn’t have any “setting aides” and 
she bad to go a lot by guesswork—and 
prayer. 


Quotation (from “All Trivia” by 
Logan Pearsall Smith): “The wretched- 
ness of being rich is that you live with 
rich people.” Think of that now! 


It’s better to take a little flier on 
a horse race than a gamble with your 
jelly ingredients. 


Vegetable trio: fill your casserole 
with layers of sliced onions, sliced 
carrots and sliced potatoes. Season; add 
bits of butter. Cover; bake—moderate 
oven—until tender. No, there’s no 
liquid; the vegetables supply their own. 


Breathes there a boy with soul so 
dead that he never got himself a pain 
in the midriff, come green apple season. 


Great stuff, food! And lots of foods 
are great stuffed. Pack peppers, acorn 
squash, tomatoes, onions, cukes, with 
a seasoned meat and bread crumb 


Author and fisherman — Arthur 
Mayse—gives with his opinion that the 
cooking of trout is a male art. “It takes 
a firm approach,” sez he,“ the by-guess- 
and-by-gum dash that women lack.” 
And he has a bone to pick with the 
lady who'd serve a sauce with this 
particular fish; calls it outright desecra- 
tion, he does, and holds that “Even a 
trout wouldn’t be dumb enough to serve 
himself with sauces.” You're right, 
Arthur, you’re right about the sauce 
business. But that b.-g.-and-b.-g. stuff 
I gotta see. 


Fruits are the glamour pusses of the 
food world. Beauty—and more than 
skin deep, too. 


Deck chair cooking: Shell peas, 
snip beans, peel potatoes, pit cherries, 
stem currants, top and tail gooseberries. 
Etc. Good way to pull the stinger of 
many monotonous jobs. Now if you 
could only do the same with mosquitoes! 


Peaches make a peach of a salad. 
Peel ripe ones, remove stones, brush with 
orange juice. (Or use canned peaches.) 
Put halves together with a fat filling 
of cottage cheese, seasoned and cream- 
moistened. Shower with chopped nuts; 
serve on lettuce frills. Add some black 
cherries or green grapes, sprigs of mint 
or cress. Pass mayonnaise. 


Cavalcade of summer fruits makes 
a long shortcake season. Strawberries 
aren’t the only pebbles on the beach or 
pearls in the oyster. 


If you belong to the pro-garlic school 
—you do, don’t you?—try a soupgon in 
macaroni and cheese. 


Let me hear a bar of Sousa and I’m 


mixture; bake. Ever fill green pep -ager again, back in the old home- 
with canned spaghetti? Nice. (lig Concert night. The®boys 
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are whooping up the marches, the 
crickets and the bull frogs are in fine 
concert voice, the fireflies are dancing, 
the stars are bright and the harvest 
moon is looking down benignly. Folks 
of all ages, from both sides of the tracks, 
are out in their second-best bib and 
tucker; the park benches are full, and 
there’s a crowd around the bandstand. 
Life’s at the morn again, and the world 
is a grand place. 


Add a little orange to peach jam, 
a nip of ginger to pear, a whisper of 
lemon or vinegar to blueberry—just to 
show Mother Nature she doesn’t know 
everything. 


Believe in signs? Then you'd 
better watch for them as you drive along 
the King’s Highway. When they say 
steep hill, sharp curve ahead, soft 
shoulders, they mean it. And many of 
the quick are dead for the lack of 
believing. 


Life would be a bit better if the 
cornborer would go and bore the par- 
snips; if the aphis would eat the beets 
instead of the roses; if all easy chairs 
were really easy—and we had a few in 
church; if more gadgets were as simple 
to operate as—well, let’s say a button 
hook. 


Dark plums and elderberries canned 
together make a lip-smacker filling for 
winter pies. - Half and half is my idea— 
but use any proportion you’ve a mind. 


Dear Agnes: I knew I was saving 
this recipe for someone who'd like a 
peachy dessert. Soften 114 tablespoons 
gelatine—plain unflavored kind—in 14 
cupful of cold water; dissolve in 4% 
cupful of boiling water (better do this 
over hot water in the double boiler). 
Add a cup of sugar; cool. Add % cup 
orange juice, one cup finely cut up juicy 
peaches, juice of 44 lemon. Place in a 
bowl of ice water, and leave till it 
begins to set, stirring off and on. Then 
fold in three or four stiffly beaten egg 
whites, turn into a mold, put in the re- 
frigerator and chill. Unmold for serv- 
ing with sweetened peaches and whipp- 
ed cream. 



















Don’t forget: 


(ne Hot Course 


in every meal 


Chatelaine Institute bids you cool off with 


hot food! 


Try these light flavorful dishes 


that tempt your eye and whet your appetite 


BY JANE MONTEITH 


TRANGE AS it may seem, one hot 
course in every summer meal will make 
you feel cool, no matter how high the 
mercury has climbed. Scientists don’t 
offer any clear explanation for this 

fact. They know that a meal of all chilled 
dishes slows digestion—but that won’t 
necessarily hurt you. And they say that 
hot food has greater powers of “satis- 
factian” than cold food, although they 
don’t know why. But this doesn’t explain 
the cooling power of hot food. 

There’s a psychological factor though. 
You won’t realize it’s such a hot day if 
you're enjoying a bowl of steaming con- 
sommé or an airy cheese soufflé. On the 
other hand, a meal of salad and jellies fol- 
lowed by a cold drink tends to make you 
increasingly aware of the warm weather. 
So include one hot course in every meal 
this August and you'll experience a 
greater sense of well-being, no matter how 
oppressive the heat. 

It doesn’t much matter what kind of dish 
you choose, so long as it’s light, flavorful 
and hot. Soup’s a natural, of course. A 
flick of the can opener, a few minutes at 
the stove, and you'll have one of a wide 
assortment of savory starters. 

Once in a while, plan a hot main course: 
baked or: fried vegetable marrow rings 
filled with corned beef hash; green peppers 
stuffed with flaked fish in a creole sauce; or 
baked tomatoes filled with broccoli or 
succulent young green beans. Accompany 
any one of these with new potatoes plus 
one or two vegetables that provide color 
and flavor contrast to the main dish of your 
choice. 

Or you might serve a hot dessert. The 
tangy sweetness of fresh fruits produces 
baked or steamed batter puddings that 
cannot be surpassed. A warm, deep fruit 
pie will delight any man—and most 
women. Serve a chilled drink with these— 
iced coffee, tea, cocoa or fruit punch, 

Include the following recipes in your 
campaign for coolness. Some are adapta- 
tions of old favorites, others brand-new 
adventures in good eating. 


Filled Cheese Noodle Ring 
(A Chatelaine Institute approved recipe) 


(Photograph opposite) 


2¢ Of 7-ounce package of noodles 
114 Cupfuls of sour cream 

2 Eggs, beaten 

2¢ Pint of cottage cheese 

24 Teaspoonful of salt 

14 Teaspoonful of pepper 

Bread crumbs browned in a little 

cooking oil 


Cook the noodles in boiling salted 
water until tender (about 20 minutes). 
Drain off the water and rinse with hot 
water. Drain. To the drained noodles add 
the sour cream, beaten eggs, cheese and 
seasonings. Mix thoroughly and put in a 
well-greased eight-inch ring mold. Sprinkle 
with the browned bread crumbs. Set the 
mold in a pan of hot water; bake in a 
moderate oven (375 deg. F.) for 35 to 40 
minutes or until firm. Remove from the 
oven and let set for about 10 minutes. 
Ease the noodle ring away from the sides 
of the pan with a flat knife and invert ona 
warm platter, then gently remove the pan. 
Serve with a creamed filling—lobster and 
parsley, salmon and celery, chicken and 
green pepper, or chipped beef. Eight to 
10 servings. 


Baked Stuffed Tomatoes 


(A Chatelaine Institute approved recipe) 


6 Medium-sized, ripe tomatoes 
2 Cupfuls of ground, leftover beef 
1 Cupful of chopped green pepper 
2 Teaspoonfuls of grated onion 
Salt and pepper to taste 


Wash the tomatoes, remove the stem end 
and scoop out the pulp leaving the shell 
unbroken. Combine the pulp with the 
remaining ingredients and mix thoroughly. 
Fill the tomatoes with this mixture, place 
in a greased baking dish and bake in a 
moderate oven (350 deg. F.) for about 
30 minutes or until the tomatoes are cooked 
and the filling thoroughly heated. Six 


servings. 


Fish in Sour Cream Sauce 


(A Chatelaine Institute approved recipe) 


4 Portions of fresh fish (perch, 
pickerel, haddock, etc.) 
1 Teaspoonful of salt 
\% Teaspoonful of pepper 
4 Tablespoonfuls of flour 
3 Tablespoonfuls of shortening or 
mild dripping 
1 Tablespoonful of butter 
2¢ Cupful of sour cream 
\% Cupful of fish or meat stock 


Roll the fish in three tablespoonfuls of 
flour seasoned with the salt and pepper. 
Melt the shortening or mild dripping in a 
heavy frying pan and add the fish; fry until 
the fish is done. Remove from the pan and 
prepare the sauce in the same pan by mixing 
together the remaining tablespoonful of 
flour with the butter and, when thoroughly 
blended, adding 4 Continued on page 60 
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Pour batter over the sweetened apples, 
ing it evenly with scraper. Full recipe iw. 


FILL A greased 7-inch casserole three quarters full 
of sliced green apples (pared and cored). Add 
cupful of water, sprinkle with 14 cupful of brown 
sugar, add a dash of cinnamon and daub with 1 
tablespoonful of butter. 

Sift together 1 cupful of pastry flour, 1 teaspoonful 
of baking powder, 4% teaspoonful of salt and 4% 
cupful of brown sugar. Cut in 1 tablespoonful of 
butter until the mixture looks like fine cornmeal. 
Add ¥% cupful of milk, stirring as little as possible. 
Pour over the apples. Place the casserole in a hot 
oven (4CO0 deg. F.) and bake for 15 to 20 minutes. 
Then lower the temperature to 350 deg. F. and 
bake for another 20 to 23 minutes or until done. 
Serve warm with whipped or plain cream. Six 


servings. 


Bake until cake is done and — po tender. 
ill warm. 


Serve, from the baking dish, whi 
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Even a smart secretary like Pat couldn't stay out 


of trouble when her job led her straight to Cornelia Whitman’s 


mansion and that weird miscellany of suspects 


by Kalman Phillips 


S MR. HEATH IN?” 
The voice was deep, smooth and _ self- 
confident. It slid over me, after the bruising 
I took from my unappreciative employer, 
like oil over a burn. I turned. The man 
in the doorway was.tall, with big shoulders and 
deep dark eyes. The eyes were observing me the 
way a green-eyed girl with deep red hair and 
curves in the right places deserves to be observed 
—not with the blank abstraction Jeff tossed about 
so freely. I tuned down the beating of my heart 
and smiled. “Please sit down. He’s busy at the 
moment.” 

His answering smile was a gleam of white, and 
my pulses took the bit in their teeth and started 
to gallop. “I'll wait. I had an appointment... 
Raymond Sykes.” 

The buzzer on my desk buzzed. Jeff’s voice 
was irritated. “If you just want to look at him, 
I'll have him stuffed and hung on the wall. Or 
did you forget I have the intercom system on?” 

I kept my voice low. “Good business, that’s 
all. Keep them anxious and they think you’re 
big stuff. Besides, he’s beautiful.” 

He grunted. “I am big stuff. But if you’re that 
impressed, you can tag along with your pencil. 
Slide him in.” 

Jeff had lean cheeks, a long nose, lots of 
eyebrows, and an unruly mop of hair, but his 
clothes were strictly Bond Street. How he did 
it without a valet is a mystery, but the man 
always looked like six generations of rich ances- 
tors and twenty million in the bank. He liked 
clothes. He admitted they didn’t help him solve 
cases, but they certainly helped the size of his fees. 
He rose from behind the big mahogany desk as 
we came in. “Good afternoon, Mr. Sykes. Don’t 
Iet Miss Morrison’s presence bother you. She’s a 
unique specimen among women. She doesn’t 
talk.” 

Sykes hesitated. He seemed unsure of his 
ground. I smiled encouragingly, and he looked 
at me gratefully. “‘Well, I told you something 
about the situation over the phone. You see, my 
aunt hasn’t been too well lately . . . you may 
have heard of her—Cornelia Whitman?” 

Jeff nodded. “Eccentric, but she can afford 
to be. Much money.” 

“Exactly. Which, when she dies, will make 
me quite a rich man. Her present will leaves the 
bulk of her fortune to me.” 

I sighed. All this and money too. He was 
almost too good to be true. I could see Jeff 
mentally upping his fee. Jeff said, “‘And .. .?” 

The other’s face darkened. “She’s thinking of 
changing her will... going to cut me out 
entirely . . . leave everything to that secretary 
of hers. I heard them talking about it in the 
library last night.” 

Jeff's eyebrows raised. “Hearing yourself 
being talked out of a cool million must have been 
something of a shock. How is your aunt 


mentally?” 


Sykes’ mouth quirked wryly. “Not a chance 
there. The old girl is sane, all right. Too smart 
in her business affairs for a court ever to rule 
otherwise. This secretary of hers seems to have 
her hypnotized, though. My aunt does almost 
everything she suggests. Which is where you 
come in.” 

Jeff’s smile was dry. “Murdering secretaries 
is a little out of my line.” 

Sykes grimaced. “You make my mouth water, 
but I didn’t mean anything quite that drastic. 
I merely want her discredited. Find out about 
her . . . there must be something shady in her 
past. My aunt’s a stickler morally. If [ can 
hang a scandal of some kind on this woman, she'll 
never get a dime.” 

““What’s her name?” 

“Eve Dellacurti.” 

“My fee will be rather high for a case of this 
type.” 

“You name it. I’Il pay it.” 

Jeff nodded. “We'll take the case.” 

“Fine!” Sykes rose. “I have to get along now. 
The clan is gathered, and Aunt Cornelia likes us 
there in case she feels like crooking a finger. When 
will you start?” 

“Right now,” Jeff said. 

The glances Sykes left behind him in my 
direction sent a queer prickle running up and 
down my spine. It had just enough sultriness in 
it to promise a future that might turn into a past. 

Jeff had noticed. He was grinning broadly. He 
shook his head. “‘Uh-uh, Pat. Bad medicine for 
little girls.” 

I flushed. “You should talk ... you and 
that blonde.” 

“She was evidence.” 

“You don’t always drape evidence around your 
neck. She was snuggling up against you like 
a cat.” 

“She was, wasn’t she?” He seemed pleased. 
“Say, when you go out, check our files for her 
telephone number, will you?” 

I resisted the impulse to hit him over the head 
with a book end. “I suppose you'll be out for 
the rest of the afternoon on this case, won’t you?” 

“No. You will. It takes a woman to under- 
stand a woman. I want you to go over there 

. «Say you're a fashion editor and want 
Mrs. Whitman’s views on earmuffs for fleas 
think of something. Meet this Dellacurti menace 
and tell me if she’s the easy-make type.” 

“All right.” I liked assignments like that. It 
made me feel more an associate than a secretary. 
“Anything else?” 

“If she is,” he ruminated, “and she’s good- 
looking, you might get me her telephone number.” 

He ducked. The newspaper missed him. That 
man just irritated me to pieces. 


THE TAXI dumped me in the middle of a welter 
of radio cars, policemen and curious people. Our 
oid friend and severest critic, Sergeant Douglas, 


Murder Is Seldom boring 


was standing on the steps of the old-fashioned 
stone mansion. “I knew it,” he said. “I could 
feel it in my bones. Whenever there’s trouble, 
the Heath troupe pops up to make more of it. 
Where’s that obnoxious boss of yours and what 
does he k> »w?”’ 

“Nothing.” I was puzzled. “Neither do I. 
What’s all the excitement?” 

Douglas grunted. “Look, I know you're a 
beautiful bit of fluff. But that big-eyed baby stare 
don’t fool me at all. You're not here on any 
sightseeing tour. Does Heath have any idea who 
did it?” 

“Did what?” 7 

“Murdered the old lady, of course.” 

“Murdered what old lady?” 

“Cornelia Whitman, my innocent little lamb. 
Now slap on a surprised expression and tell me 
you didn’t know.” 


I tried to keep my face straight because I © 
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didn’t want too many questions about what I 7 


was doing there, but I was sure joggled inside. 
With a motive like his, it looked like my big 
beautiful dream man had come home and up and 
done away with his aunt before she had time to 
change her will. ““When did it happen?” 

“‘ About four o’clock.” 

At which time said dream man had been 
casting reflective glances at my well-turned 


PIA Pg 


ankles while Jeff was talking to him. Which 7 


gave him a perfect alibi. My sigh was relieved. 
“How was it done?” 

“Very neat and efficient. Bullet through her 
head. The gun was lying right beside her... 
very clumsy attempt to make it look like suicide.” 

“Make any arrests yet?” ' 

“No. We're considering the butler. Cornelia 
gave him a week’s notice this morning. He 
probably got mad.” 

“Ha-ha,” I said. 

He scowled. “Now don’t go sounding like your 
boss. I haven’t come to any conclusions yet. I 
have to arrest someone pretty soon to give the 
papers a lead. He could have done it.” 

“If everyone who got fired went around 
murdering the boss, I’d sure hate to be a boss.” 
I smiled at him. “Don’t think the Heath enter- 
prises mind your doing things this way, sergeant. 
It keeps us in business. Can I go in and ask 
questions?” 

“Don’t be funny,” he growled. 

I went to a telephone booth and called Jeff. 
The office was closed but I managed to connect 
with him in the cocktail bar across the street. 

“‘Make it quick,” he Continued on page 32 


There was a little automatic in his 
right hand, He was smiling. “This,” 


he observed, “is a neat little haul.” | 
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ordered. “I’m wrapped up in some very 
important business.” 

“Blonde or brunette?” I didn’t 
bother to ask him about redheads. He 
never gave me a tumble. 

He chuckled. “‘As a matter of fact—” 

“Skip it,” I said coldly. ‘Cornelia 
Whitm:-n was murdered at four o’clock. 
They suspect the butler.” 

There was a moment’s silence at the 
other end of the line. His voice was 
reilective. “Which makes young Ray- 
mond Sykes a very rich man.” 

“Don’t go off the deep end. He 
was at our office hiring you when it 
happened, remember?” 

“True.” His voice was dissatisfied. 

“Which pretty much lets us out of 
the case, doesn’t it? Sykes won’t need 
us now.” 

“Don’t sound so disappointed.” He 
chuckled again. ‘‘You’ll be seeing him. 
You forget that we're his alibi.” 

Sergeant Douglas called us down to 
the big mansion the next morning. He 
greeted me rather sourly. “Why didn’t 
you tell me yesterday that one of the 
Sykes brothers was over to see you?” 

Jeff’s eyelids flickered. ““You mean 
there are two of those gorgeous 
creatures?” 

“T wouldn’t exactly call both of them 
gorgeous. Raymond is pretty, but 
Bradford could get a job standing in for 
the gorilla in any zoo in the country. I 
guess that’s why the old lady left all the 
money to Raymond. Women are sure 
funny.” 

“One long panic,” Jeff agreed, and 
I dug my elbow into his ribs. 


RAYMOND SYKES saw us as soon as 
we entered the library. He nodded to 
Jeff, but his eyes were caressing as they 
rested on me. Which wasn’t too hard 
to take. Jeff’s annoying “Be careful of 
those bedroom eyes,” I put down to 
pure male cussedness. 

There were five of them in the room 
other than the policemen and Jeff and 
myself. I got the story on all of them 
while Douglas was doing some routine 
questioning. There was Raymond 
Sykes, of course. I knew about him. 
And the butler, a tall thin man with eyes 
habitually half-closed . . . psychologi- 
cally capable of murdering his own 
grandmother, I would have said. He 
gave me the shivers. 

The slim luscious blonde with the wide 
blue eyes sitting in the easy chair was 
Cynthia Lanier, a grandniece, who had 
been quite a favorite of the old lady. 
The way Jeff’s eyes kept returning to 
her, I could see that she’d be quite a 
favorite of his, weather permitting. I 
frowned. These sweet blondes are the 
most dangerous. I always suspect them 
on principle, particularly when they’re 
in the vicinity of one of my men. 

Raymond Sykes’ brother, Bradford, 
was sitting on the edge of a straight 
chair. His big hands, the backs of which 
were covered with hair, kept opening and 
closing nervously. It had been his gun 
with which the old lady had been killed. 
It had been taken from his bureau 
drawer, he claimed. Anyone could have 
taken it, particularly the butler, who 
was in and out. Everyone knew he had 
it. His deep resentment at his aunt 
for having cut him out of her will in 
favor of his brother was also known to 
everyone. He had a heavy face with a 
large jutting chin. He didn’t look at all 
like his brother. 

Eve Dellacurti stood in one corner of 
the room. She was a strikingly hand- 


kitchen, a knowing 


ter, or a sauce 
ecialist? Test your- 
-with these ques- 
is, then turn to 
61 for the answers 
your final rating 


YOU AND your cookbook 
are buddies, but do you talk 
the same language? Just 
for fun, see if you really 
know what the book means 
when it asks you to: 


—_ 


Sauté. 


~ 


Pan-broil. 


~ 


Score. 


> 


French. 


Purée. 


ob 


Simmer. 
Blanch. 


Marinate. 


PS 


Braise. 


Parboil. 


— 
= 


Give yourself three marks 
for each correct answer. 


DO YOU know what you’ll 
be eating at the Restaurant 
cl Swank without consult- 
ing the waiter? Form a 
mental picture of the fol- 
lowing dishes for a quick 
check on your knowledge: 


Bombe Glacée. 
Petite Marmite. 


Seafood en Brochette. 


Consommé Royale. 
Bouillabaisse. 
Antipasto. 
Napoleon. 


Indian Pudding. 
Kedgeree. 
Lobster Thermidor. 


Cena UN tk wON 


~_ 
= 


Chalk up four marks for 
each of these you can 


describe. 


ANY CHEF is justifiably 
proud of his sauces because 
they add that extra fillip to 
his cooking — as they do 
to yours. Can you recog- 
nize or duplicate these fa- 
vorite sauces? 


Melba. 
Tartare. 


Jardiniere. 


Hollandaise. 
Hard. 


Financiere. 


Creole. 


Foamy. 


Crnaueh WOH 


Newburg. 


10. Vinaigrette. 


Add three marks to your 
score for each of these you 
answer correctly. 


some woman, tall and dark with big 
black eyes, but her features were twist«d 
into a mask of frustration and anger, 
There was positive hatred in the glances 
she sent at Raymond Sykes, who was 
smiling at me. I could understand that, 
Death had cheated her out of the moncy 
now coming his way, and even thoush 
he couldn’t have had a hand in it, her 
resentment would naturally turn against 
the man who benefitted most from it, 
She was the only one in the room who 
wore black, but I suspected that it was 
more because of the fact that she 
habitually wore it than out of any 
respect for the dead. 

The sergeant’s first remark sent a 
chill over the group. He said, “I’m 
throwing out the possibility that this 
was an outside job. There’s no evidence 
of anyone breaking in, nothing was 
taken, and the murder was committed 
with a gun removed from one of the 
rooms. One of the people here is a 
murderer. It will save a lot of trouble if 
he or she will confess. Now, who did it?” 

There was complete silence. 

He scowled. “All right,” he said. 
“You're asking for it.” 

He turned his batteries on the Della- 
curti woman first. She was twisting and 
untwisting her hands broodingly. “You 
say you spoke to Mrs. Whitman about 
three-thirty before going down into the 
library to go over the household ac- 
counts. Could anyone else have got 
into her room after you left?” 

“Yes, easily.” Her voice was sharp 
. « . cheated. It snapped accusation at 
all of them. “I closed the door. Anyone 
could have gone up to the room and 
murdered Mrs. Whitman without much 
trouble, without my seeing or hearing 
him. Her room was soundproofed .. . 
the shot would hardly be heard outside.” 

The police sergeant’s voice was 
abrupt. “Who do you think did it?” 

Eve Dellacurti said nothing. Her 
eyes were set fixedly on Raymond Sykes. 

His shoulders moved uneasily. 
“That’s ridiculous.” 

“Is it?” Her black eyes narrowed. 
“She was going to leave everything to 
me, and you knew it, you — you 
murderer!” 

“Easy,” Jeff advised. “He couldn't 
have done it. He was up in my office at 
the time, remember?” 


EVE DELLACURTI’S black eyes 
switched to the blond girl sitting tensely 
on the edge of her chair. “Then it must 
have been her. I heard them arguing 
the night before . . . and she was men- 
tioned in the will also.” 

“Is that true, Miss Lanier?” the 
sergeant wanted to know. 

The blond girl’s red tongue licked her 
lips nervously. ‘“We—we did have a 
little spat. You see, I wanted to go 
on the stage—I’d been offered a small 
part in a show, and my great-aunt 
opposed it. But even to insinuate that 
I’d murder her because of a small thing 
like that is nonsense. Besides, I was in 
my room all the time.” 

“Did anyone see you there?” 

“No.” Cynthia Lanier flared. ‘Did 
anyone see Eve in the library? How 
do you know she didn’t kill Aunt 
Cornelia? She’s the type, you know. 
She’s mean.” 

Sergeant Douglas shrugged. “I’ve 
heard of people killing for a million, but 
to kill to do yourself out of a million 
would be a new one to my experience.” 
He turned to Bradford Sykes. “Which 

# Continued on page 62 
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A Wonderful Husband Mi. 


1: 1 ? 
police though 
| . } ¢? 
KNOW abou 

}! tT w r 
Probably it was 


and none of the 


a | ra lciteschek- She vum't pomied oe 
taneously a plan of revenge. ne oul ob Imer. ‘ 
think of nothing she wanted to do to : ‘ rior »b. 
. him, or to the girl, nothing she want 1d as thoug | had 
its t = spot to do at all. She knew that, after all, tl been sia a nd then he was angry. 
mn ta 


Ri Te Bal Re ya eet RATS: 


woman who claims not ade you a policeman? The 


) 
r 


distinct drop in the therm t ( Irphan Annie program 


husband’s ardency that always accom- um calling for the police, Bob. 


panies a growing Interest in other women ne nk your cars been stolen and 


Like a cool drink on a hot day? 


»” 
has to be full of stupidity and s« lf-delu- they want ouch with you. 
oT] y %9 
sion. There were other signs too, the Thanks. iif take care of It. He 
usual ones. She had been supposed to said it so shortly she was sure he was 


rejoice, for instance, over tittering hanging up Sut his breathing con- 


; ; 1 ; wa-? 
re ports that he was the Van Johnson of tinued, short and a Little vehement, and 
the downtown office girls, of the smart- she knew that he was trying to find a 


looking typists at the City Building, and  not-too-anxious way of asking her what 


Ritz. For Ritz is the “refresher” cracker, the chic secretaries at the Sagonay the devil had made her try for him at 

‘ County Courthouse. But sometimes, “Cabin in the Pines, If she had 
invitingly oven-fresh, with a tempting after you had put two and two together, suspicions of him it was the first time 
you simply didn’t she had revealed 
bother to draw a lin« them. But he 


THE CHILD AND 
THE GALE 


By MARTHA BANNING THOMAS 


nut-like flavour and a salted-just-right 
and tot an answer. wanted to make sure 
It didn’t look good 


in black and white. 


tang. At your grocer's, always ask for 


Christie’s Ritz—“Canada’s 


they were suspi- 
cions, not pieces of 
But it was a reve- 
She knew it 


chance and innocent 
Fayourite Cracker”. mp . lation. information. 

: was because, for the & Who told you to 

first time in six call me here?” he 


BAKERIES: TORONTO AND WINNIPEG 


CHRISTIE, BROWN AND COMPANY, LIMITED 
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ry 
years of married lle, I do not like the noise of wind! 


1 ! 
asked testily. 


she hoped he would It is as if an ogre grinned, She couldn’t 


not come home. She And puffed his cheeks, and whistled 


wanted to avoid through 


him. It wasn’t a blew 
matter of not loving 


him too much, with 


the conviction that 


His snags of teeth, and blew and 


evade that question. 
“1 just picked it out 


of the book with my 


1 7 ” 
His savage, lanky locks askew .. . knitting needle. 
him, but of loving Until his ears flapped in the breeze.. 
Until he made himself to sneeze! 


3ut it was not the 
answer to mollify 


A little lovely wind is sweet, him. 
it would not be pos- But this sounds large as giants’ feet, 


“What book? Joe 


sible ever to stop. Which, tramping clouds, scuff gulls Miller’s Joke Book?” 


But when a loved away, 


i é “ars ith 
lace appear wi spray, 


the love gone out ol And tread unmannerly on trees, 
it that once made it And bend the boughs, and push the 


transcendent, thi birds 


: ] 
‘hange is almost as 
. herds 


And stamp the waves to flying 


(Like crows and starlings) out in 


“IT mean the tele- 
phone book, Bob. 
You know that.” 

“How many other 
numbers did you 


call first?” 


chilling to look upon Or, flocks, of course until the sky “None. I didn’t 


as though the sight Grows quickly darkened as they think I had time.” 


had gone out of Its fly. 
eyes. Maybe what it 
is with him, Marion 
thought, is that he 
thinks he can love 
another girl, or may- 
be several, a little, 


keep 


and still love me a bring. 

lot. If it is, Il have 

to bear it because I 

don’t know how to escape it. But I 
can’t be the same woman to him. I can’t 
give all my love to part of him. 

She had been sure in a flash of intui- 
tion she knew where she could find him. 
Even the modest neon sign, in blue and 
white, that spelled out “Cabin in the 
Pines,” was lit in the certainty that 
flared in her mind. But it was not intui- 
tion, it was a fusion of bits of informa- 
tion into knowledge. Someone had told 
her that a car that looked like his had 
been seen there once. And it was, at this 
hour of the day, a quiet place, un- 
crowded, because it was just a little too 
far out of town for the thirsty homing 
businessman. 

If | were a man, Marion thought, and 
had a date with a girl my wife would be 
jealous of, a girl | had to say provocative 
things to, while I fondled her hand, I’d 
rendezvous at the “Cabin in the Pines.” 


She looked up the number and dialled 


The gentle airs of summer hours 
Rock tall grasses and the flowers, qualm about how 
Lulling them at night to sleep, 
But gales which walk like monsters, “How 


Me wide awake and listening, : 
For what the next wild qush may kind of answer but a 


Almost before she 
said it she had a 


impudent it sounded, 
is it you 
can give me any 


straight one?” he 
snappc d. 
“| found you. Isn’t 
that an answer?” 

Nothing came back immediately from 
Bob. The mouthpiece of her phone kept 
echoing her own voice like a little black 
cavern until she felt that of all her 
answers this was the most incendiary. 
Her tongue had picked a most inauspi- 
cious time to be clever. Bob’s silence 
continued, but because she knew him, it 
was a sharpening silence, and it began 
to pierce her ear unbearably. She knew 
he was still there, and she hung up. 


THE INSTANT the phone clicked in its 
cradle she knew what she had done. 
Any chance she had of ignoring the 
incident in the interests of her character- 
istic compromise with the distressing, 
had been at a stroke guillotined. Bob 
was and would continue to be furious. 
And when he was furious he was not 
capable of ignoring anything, whether 
# Continued on page 36 
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Feather-Light Jam Tarts made with MAGIC 


@A Midsummer Day’s Dream—Magic’s tempting Jam 
Tarts. They’re easy to make—yet so rich... so delicious, 
you'll be swamped with repeat requests from the family. 


To assure plenty of family praise in everything you bake 
—always use Magic Baking Powder. Pure, dependable 
Magic has a way of making all baked dishes taste better— 
be better. Canada’s leading cookery experts recommend 
Magic for that delectable flavor... that fine, light texture 
that mean perfect baking results. Don’t take chances— 
insist on Magic Baking Powder next time you bake. 


JAM TARTS 


2 cups sifted all- 
purpose flour 

3 tsp. Magic Baking 
Powder 

1 tsp. salt 

4 tbs. shortening 


1 egg 

4 cup milk 

1 tbs. light corn 
syrup 

Raspberry jam 

Cinnamon Sugar 


Sift together flour, baking powder and salt. 
Cut in shortening with 2 knives or pastry 
blender. Beat egg; add milk and corn syrup; 
add to flour mixture, stirring only enough to 
make dough hold together. Knead on lightly 


ne, August, 1947 


floured board 1% minute. Roll out 14” thick; 
cut with biscuit cutter. Place on greased baking 
sheet; make deep impression in centre of each 
with thumb, pressing firmly. Drop raspberry 
jam in each hollowed-out centre. Brush biscuit 
dough with milk; sprinkle with cinnamon 
sugar. Bake in hot oven, 425°F., 12-15 minutes, 
Serve immediately. 





» DIANA LYNN 


7 


i CO-STARRING IN 


‘EASY COME, EASY GO” 


A Paramount Picture 


Says 


Yes, Diana, appetizing Quaker Puffed Wheat Sparkies are more 
popular today than ever before! Our way of exploding choice 
sun-ripened wheat from giant guns makes a truly delicious cereal. 
BANG! BANG!—Out come big glorified breakfast grains 8 times 


normal size ... so tender and crisp they’re a hit with all the family! 


THE NEW ECONOMY «\\* 
PACKAGE GES = \\ Wh 
14% MORE |-A% 
AT NO EXTRA COST!) 


AND MORE FOR YOUR MONEY 
700, IN THIS 


GIANT Family PACKAGE 


land = in 
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not it involved him discreditably. 

This was one evening he would be 
home early. Not the thought of dinner 
but of a feast of indignation would 
bring him. By hanging up on him she 
had given him a taste for it; by finding 
him she had given him the appetite. It 
was all too easy to picture his home- 
coming. The hardness of his feeling 
would have stretched the youthful 
fullness out of his cheeks, paled his 
ruddiness, made of his eyes the greyed 
butt ends of smoldering question marks. 
His hat would be back on his head so 
that she couldn’t miss what was in his 
face. And he would keep some distance 
between them, so that she couldn’t miss 
it, even In the heedless blindness of het 
home-coming kiss. 

She acknowledged that it was her own 
fault that Bob found it so easy to lose his 
temper with her. He could do it with 
such impunity. He wasn’t a bully. But 
he had been born to command. Even a 
likable grin on a ruddy young face under 
a shock of wayward tow, with a pair of 
railroad-tie shoulders, is not enough to 
boss a successful construction company. 
He had developed the curtness of man- 
ner that comes when a man learns he 
has a knack for making right decisions 
when they have to be quick as well as 
right. It was a manner that he soon 
began to bring home with him, with his 
work. She had tried 
to correct it, not 
overtly, but with COUNTRY 
gentle reminders, / Hh 


extrem¢ 


cases, with silc nce. 


Refusal to argue oe 


| with him, or at least 


on which he becam« 


| cs | A town 
| left him sullen. Bu 2 — ie 
sprawled out on a hill’s green 

} 


she had noticed late- pillow, 


| ly that he had de- and gently mix with the voice of 


veloped the power, frogs 
perhaps overde- 
veloped it, ol aside 
keeping silent him- 
self. 

No, she couldn’t 
face Bob this evening. Mavbe it 
wouldn’t be possible to face him again 
at all. It wasn’t in the bone of her to face 
him. The dudgeon of a husband whos« 
love you hold unencumbered is one 
thing. You wait and it passes like an 
August hail shower and he returns to a 
full and summer fervor. But cold 
anger from a chilling heart is another. It 


| is sharp to find the faults in you on which 
| to continue to thrive, and it never fails 


to find them. It is omnivorous and will 
feed on anything, even on what once it 


I as ed. 


She had her hand still on the tele- 
phone, and it thought for her. So 
dominant was the purely physical 
impulse in her reaction that she dialled 
Harriet’s 


Harriet’s voice before she knew. the 


number and was_ hearing 


plan she was executing. 
“Marion, is anything the matter?” 
Harrict asked anxiously. 


“Of course not.” But Marion was 
| 


nad 
suaacnty 


1 
conscious of a quickened 


ondered if it would be all 


Maybe 


voice. ““] just w 
right if I came early tonight. 
very early.” 
““Make it early enough t 

vhich of my two outfits to wear,” said 
Harriet, who meant too many. “Or even 
early enough to split my curds and whey 
with me.” 


the strum of a cricket's cello, 
season with daydreams, and set 


in the depth of the heart to mellow. 


“The latter, maybe,” Marion said. “It 
all depends. I'll tell you about it. Not 
here.” 

““No, not here,” Harriet said cheer- 
fully. “Let me die a little first.” 

“T’ll have to hang up now if I want 
to make it,” Marion said, as much to 
herself as to Harriet. 


SHE STARTED to call in the twins 
from their play in the back yard, an 
then decided that it was more importan 
that she be ready for Bob’s homecomin 
than they, whose dirty faces had a char 
of their own. 

She had, she guessed, perhaps an hou 
and she meant to hurry through het 
bath and dressing. But somehow she 
didn’t. She was looking for answers, in 
the full-length bathroom mirror, and 
by the candid light over her dressing 
table glass. She looked diligently and 
honestly. But if Bob had objections to 
her figure it should have been when they 
were first married, when it was sketchy 
and coltish, with joints too plain under 
the skin, not now when flesh had caught 
up with the matured frame, and overlaid 
it with a nice moderation and discrim- 
ination. Her face wasn’t beautiful. But 
its pre ttiness was permanent and whole 
because both profiles looked as though 
they really were aspects of the same full 
face. She knew she looked better now in 
her clothes; they 
fitted her ripened 
figure better. And 
now that she bought 


SUMMER 


By R. H. GRENVILLE fewer clothes, she 


selected them with 
surer taste. 
She was conscious 


Take the curve of a cool trout stream, of no serious fault 
the crest of a grassy billow; in herself as a 
| heated, at first had the sight and sound of a drowsy 


mother. The truth 
was she didn’t know 
why Bob had to 
leave home to find 
what he wanted ina 
woman. It wasn’t 
blind egoism in her; 
it was helpless be- 
wilderment. She 
gave herself a last 
look before making up her face, and 
when she realized who it was she was 
looking at, burst into tears. 

She cried because she hated tears, and @ 
it was an unpardonable breach of her 
rule of self-control to shed them; because 
she was in love with Bob and couldn't 
imagine the time she wouldn’t be; 
because a woman who has given herself 
and her love to a man has no security 
but lives on an exhilarating pinnacle 
never farther than a change of heart 
away from the brink overhanging the 
long canyon of disconsolation; and be- 
cause finally she was just such a woman. 

The twins came bouncing in and 
asked her why she was daubing her 
eyes, and was she erving, and she said 
no, she was putting on make-up and it 
smarted. They wanted to know 
she going out, and she said she was an 
their faces saddened, and she told th 
their father would be home soon to stay 
with them. They were enchanted, : 
forgot to ask where she would be g 
ilone, and begged to eat with tl 
father. She said no, their father wo 
want them to have eaten so they 
talk to him without their mouths be 
full. They saw the logic of this, 
wanted to eat immediately. 

She hurried her dressing to 1 
advantage of their eagerness, 
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kitchen a little 
with hat and bag 


reached the uwry, but 


complete, ind coat on 


a chatr near the door. 


Bob was a little irlier than she 

ought he’d be, and she had forgotten 
hat he probably wouldn’t be coming in 
his own car. But she was out of the back 
door and across the Emmons’ place and 
halfway to Oak Park Drive before h 
had let himself in. She knew she had 
plenty of time. It would be a while 
before he would admit to himself she 
wasn’t in, and even longer before he 
would be able to winnow from. the 


idence to suspect 
She 


twins babbk enough eV 


she wasn’t coming back. waited at 


the corner and picked up the cab he had 


just dismissed, and was at Harriet’s 
before she had thought all she wanted 
to think. 


She kept asking herself all through the 
ride, when is it you have to get a divorce, 


when is it you can’t wait any longer, the 


way you feel you can’t wait any longer 


t | 


to get married. Bob would have 


to ask 
her for one. He would have to face the 
issue. If he didn’t, there was surely a 
way of compromising a married life. 
That was her principal talent, to pro- 
voke nothing, to seal her lips, to deny 
herself the righteous outery of the 


injured and the put-upon. It was worth 


almost anything to avoid the upset and 


the sordidness of divorce. But the 
compromise must be a peaceful and 
amicable one, not an armed truce in 


which a decisive battle was avoided but 
sniping continued, 
But Bob had 
| at Harriet’s. 


called her 
had just hung up the phone; Marion was 


ominously already 


Harriet said she 


to call home immediately. 
“* He was angrv, wasn’t he?” 
“He was all of that,” Harriet 
‘But I don’t know why. I'd stay 


ill they had Sunday in Hades.” 


said. 


iway 


“T’m afraid to go home,” Marion said. 
fight with him. 


He 


me 
He wants to fight. 


‘| don’t want to I can’t 


tand lighting. wants to angry 


with me. 

“He hasn’t a leg to stand on,” Harriet 
said. ““This may be the first time you’ve 
caught up with him, but I can supply a 
few names and dates that'll be useful in 
an argument.” 

It’s 
when he’s wrong that he’s angriest. He 


‘You don’t understand, Harriet. 


gets so wrought up proving that he’s 
right. And he can’t do it, and it makes 
him so angry with himself. 1 won’t fight 
with him even over the te lephone.” 

Harriet lit a third cigarette, but this 
time deliberately, and*she eyed Marion 
speculatively. “You didn’t bring your 
bags. You’re not leaving him.” 

Marion looked tense and miserable. 
“1 don’t know, Harriet. I can’t go back 
He'll shout at me. And I 
won't argue back. And then he’ll think 
he’s proved he’s as innocent as Mrs. 
Murphy’s pet goat. And he’ll expect me 
to live with him as though he were. [Il 
be wretched.” 


to him now. 


‘I don’t know how guilty he is,” 
Harriet said. “But he certainly isn’t 
innocent.” 

“He was, as far as I was concerned, 
until the police phoned. But I’m not 
Harriet. Just simple and 
unsuspecting.” 

“Something like that was bound to 
happen without my telling you. So I 


didn’t. What are you going to do?” 


stupid, 


It was an obvious question asked in 
logical sequence, but it struck Marion 
dumb. 

“Well?” Harriet said sharply. 
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“Nothing,” Marion said reluctantly. 
“Wait. What is there to do?” 


“I suppose you can justify that as a 
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course of action,” Harriet said severely. 
‘I didn’t do 
undo it.” 


Marion showed spirit. 
the wrong, did I? I can’t 
“Do tell,” Harriet 


| | 
1usband once. I was right too. 


said. “I had a 


| ve got 


From the Court 


I 
a certificate to prove it. 
of Domestic Relations.” 

“That’s what I When you 


marry a man you think it’s because he’s 


mean. 


true and honest and he loves you more 
than he loves anybody, or anything. If 
Bob’s the man I think I married, he'll 
find some way of proving it.” 

Harriet made a monkey face, and lit 
another cigarette. “‘Mind if I have an 
intuition?” 

“One a day to every woman,” Marion 
granted, surprised. 

“Before this is over you’re going to 
have a very bad dream. And everything 
that looks right to you now Is going to 
look wrong, and thumb its nose at you. 
Marion, you're too right. And Bob’s no 
heel.” 


THE PHONE broke in. “That’s Bob,” 
Marion said, in panic. 

“Well, answer it.” 

“TI can’t talk to him, Harriet.” 

“Yes, you can. Because I’m going to 
sit here and let it ring until you do.” 

The phone rang again, so Marion 
answered it. 

| he re was a sound in Bob’s voice like 
the snip of a pair of scissors. 
trick. 


“Marion, two can play that 


m | aving here in forty-five minutes. 


t 
I’ve got things to do. If you’re not here 
by then, the twins will be alone when 
And he evened matters 
up for the day by hanging up on her. 
Marion turned to Harriet, “But I 


; ‘ 
can’t run off and leave you when you’re 


os 
you get here. 


depending on me.” 
Harriet amused. “Angel 
don’t be mad with me, but the minute 


was eyes, 


you said you didn’t know whether you 
could make it, | got another substitute.” 

Chis release put Marion in a frantic 
hurry. “My coat is still warm,” she 
said. 

Harriet took her to the door. “Honey 
bread, it’s not right that anything should 
You never harmed a 
soul in your life. But if you ever get to 
the place where not deserving trouble 


happen to you. 


prevents having it, drop me a card.” 

The speech was so irrelevant it seemed 
to have significance. “What do you 
mean, Harriet?” 

Harriet hesitated. “Maybe I’d better 
tell you than have you walk into it. 
Bob’s car was wrecked this afternoon. 
There was a girl driving. She was on her 
way to the ‘Cabin in the Pines.’ She 
told the police she was to meet your 
Bob there. Maybe he has to hurry away 
now to jail, or to the hospital.” 

The trip home was bound to seem 
protracted, but it actually exceeded the 
seeming. A cab was long in being found, 
and it was not much of a cab, and its 
driver was a hireling new to the city and 
he got himself lost in it. By the time he 
got her home, Marion knew what Jt felt 
like to be 40 years old, and to have lived 
most of them in one sleepless stretch. 
She didn’t know what to expect, after 
nearly an hour and a half having elapsed, 
but she did wish she had given in to Bob 
on the matter of having a dog to protect 
the children, a and 
belligerent dog. 


# Continued on page 39 


very raucous 
























































Baan 


Pee 
a 


Make it easy for yourself! 


Eat right 


in the kitchen in front. of a 


aa ae 


that 


herb garden 


cool window Use a 


‘dining table drops down out of the 


Ana 


Congo 


way tween meals then 


most important of al : fe) a sparkling bright Gold Seal leum rug! 


Its smooth surfa easy to clean with the damp cléth. And durabie! 


ania) 


Why, its wear-layer heat-toughened paint and ba el is actuglly equal 


in thickness to 8 coats of best floor paint applied by when you buy your 


Congoleum ruq look for 


the familiar Gold Seal. Without it remember! Tames ats 


Congoleum be surprised how much 


quality you can buy for so little mo 


CT MN MCLE ls 


product 


of Congoleum Canada Limited, Montreal. 


Chatelaine, August, 1947 


Stands out in FLAVOR! Fine 


or beef alone tastes good. Co 


bined, the flavor is doubly good . . , 
really extra fine eating—as th 
individual Prem loaves will pro 
Stands out in NUTRITION! |, 
gives you the important nutrients 
of both pork and beef... hich 
quality proteins, minerals and |} 
complex vitamins. 
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Stands out in TEXTURE! Premiis firm. 
tender and juicy. Cuts clean|, 
and evenly —cold or hot—slices, 
or loaves as shown. 
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3 TO 1 PREFER BEEF ADDED! Jen- 
der, flavorful beef has been added 
to Prem because homemakers 
wanted it—by better than 3 to |. 
From experience, they knew that 
beef and pork combined was 
bound to be better. So try Prem 
soon... see how much better it is. 


INDIVIDUAL MEAT LOAVES, Cut 
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hot oven (400 F.) about 20 minutes. Serve 
with cauliflower ene with buttered 
almonds and french fried onion rings. 
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There was no Bob to meet her at the 
front door with tirade or cold stare. But 
there was a light in the kitchen. Marion 
opened the door with a lucky and un- 
wonted noiselessness, and pussyfooted to 
the bend in the stairway from where the 
kitchen could be spied on. Bob was 
sitting there at the table drinking beer 
and talking, it appeared, rather too 
politely to himself. 

There was a cot in the twins’ room 
that she used when she had, or thought 
she had, to sleep close to them during 
winter colds and summer fevers. She 
gained it without waking the twins. But 
the debate whether to take off her 
clothes or not was more difficult. If Bob 
made a bed check of the twins he would 
find her. Was he incensed enough to 
waken her, undressed and asleep (or 
trying desperately to appear so)? Or was 
she not already sure he would be too 
irate to care whether she was dressed for 
quarrelling? She compromised on 
sleeping in her slip. Bob didn’t know the 
top of it from a nightgown anyway. 

She couldn't sleep, so she had to pinch 
her eyelids together when she heard 
tiptoeing feet coming down thé hall. The 
door opened, she could feel the light 
through her eyelids, and she steeled 


herself against the sharp percussion of 


Bob’s voice. 
“For Pete’s sake,” a voice said 
but it wasn’t Bob’s; it was a woman’s. 


MARION OPENED her eyes quickly 
enough to see, as a camera shutter sees, 
sharply and indelibly, a girl’s face in 
profile against the light as she turned 
away from the room. There was tape, or 
a bandage across her forehead. 

Something more nearly incarnate in 
her than a fear of scenes and loud noises 
got Marion out of bed and into her 
clothes and impelled her downstairs 
with twice the power of gravity. But it 
was another thing when she came into 
the kitchen. The face she had just seen 
was looking up at Bob with an all-too- 
familiar look, and it was pretty, oh, very 
pretty. Bob grinned wryly back at the 
pretty girl, and then he turned to look at 
Marion. She turned to a pillar of salt. 

“How long have you been here, 
Marion?” Bob asked coldly. He didn’t 
introduce the girl and Marion never 
did learn her last name. 

“*Not very long.” 

“V’Il bet it’s been an hour. I’d like an 
explanation. Am I beneath considera- 
tion? Can’t I be talked to? I tried to get 
you home the only way I knew how so 
that I could leave here tonight. My car 
was wrecked this afternoon and I have 
to go to the garage and the police 
station. I can’t get along without a car. 
You know that. You’ve been married 
to me long enough to know it. You’ve 
kept me waiting here half the night.” 

What he was saying didn’t make 
sense; he was just using speech as a 
vehicle for his anger, because he couldn’t 
hit anything or anybody. Marion did 
what she had always done. She com- 
posed her face so that it showed nothing 
more than forbearance. She dropped her 
hands in front of her and clasped them 
loosely. She stood as she had been 
taught to stand in school when she was 
going to have to stand for a long and 
unpleasant time. Bob harangued in irate 
length, explaining, arguing, expostulat- 
ing, declaiming. He tried to taunt, to 
drive, to coerce her to answer him. She 
endured the sound as a punishment for 
old and forgotten sins. The meaning she 


shut her mind to. She unfocused her 
eyes and let them wander sightlessly 
about the room. Now and then she 
stirred restlessly as though she wanted 
to be excused but couldn’t expect it. She 
sealed her lips and finally she had her 
effect and he stopped. When he began 
again he was talking to the pretty girl. 
The anger had evaporated from his 
voice, revealing that what it had 
concealed was despair. 

I can’t talk to her. She 
If I raise my voice about 
anything she won’t listen. If it’s some- 
thing I’m talking about that might 
make me raise my voice she won't listen. 
I can’t bring my troubles home. She 
won't listen. She won’t have voices 


“You see. 
won’t listen. 


raised, and anger and problems and 
harshness in her house she says. 1 wish 
she’d tell me how to keep them out of 
my life.” He paused, then he drew a 
conclusion. ‘“‘People who have fiery 
dispositions shouldn’t marry people who 
don’t.” 

The pretty girl awarded him a look of 
agreement. She turned to Marion. “I 
suppose you're wondering,” she said. 
“Everything has been explained but 
why I was driving Bob’s car.” 

“T’m not stupid,” Marion said. 

The girl’s cheeks rouged with blood. 
and she was prettier than before, and 
angry. “That saves me making the best 
explanation I ever thought up.” 

“A wife knows without being told 
when her husband is running around,” 
Marion said. 

“But the other woman always seems 
to know without being told when a 
husband is unhappy. Will you tell me 
what right you have to a husband you 
can’t make happy?” the pretty girl 
asked. Marion saw no reason to answer 
her either. 

“1 don’t like this,” Bob said. 

“You’re not supposed to,” the girl 
said, and laughed. “This is what goes 
on in a powder room, where the fates of 
men are decided.” 

“Bob can decide his own fate,” 
Marion said in a small tight voice. 

“I thought so,” the girl said. She 
looked at Bob. “Now do you think she 
wants you?” And Bob looked at Marion. 

But Marion was thinking and she was 
silent. She was thinking, “That girl has 
no right to use Bob to ask me such a 
question. Bob ought not to allow her to 
do it. What right has either of them to 
ask me questions about anything? Bob 
ought to do something about this. He 
let it happen. Worse. He did every 
wrong thing he could so that it had to 
happen. He’s silly if he thinks I’m going 
to make a scene over him and declare 
my love in front of this smirking eaves- 
dropper. I suppose he thinks it made no 
difference to me that he ranted and 
raved at me to her delight. Let him 
stand up and tell her he wants me.” 


BOB WAITED what was probably a 
very long time, and the pretty girl, her 
eyes waxing like new moons at her 
triumph, did not hurry him. 

Abruptly he conceded, “I guess that’s 
that,”’ and took his jacket off the back 
of the chair, where he had been forbid- 
den to hang it, and put it on. He went 
on talking to himself. “I guess | brought 
it on myself. I never did anything right. 
Even when I was right I raised my 
I just 
couldn’t stand being shushed in my own 
house. I still won’t stand for it. Come 

# Continued on page 42 


voice, and that made it wrong. 
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Pick your Summer cologne from a 
of sweet and spicy fragrances . . . to keep you 
." glacier cool, delightfully refreshed, utterly 
feminine. After bath or shower . . . before going 
out, use your favorite Avon fragrance with 
a lavish hand . . . to scent your sun-warmed 
skin . . . accent your daintiness. The Avon 
Representative will bring you these garden- 
gay Avon Colognes in addition to Avon Bath 
Powder, Bath Oil and other toiletry aids to Summer 
charm. She'll also introduce you to Avon's 
marvelous new Facial Mask—a quick pick-up 
cream that helps to firm facial contours, cleanses 
pores and give your skin that glad-to-be-alive 
glow of cleanliness and beauty. 
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You’re Dining Out . . . and you adore it. You love the 
festive atmosphere . . . listen for the heady 

Latin music that recalls your first ecstatic glimpse of 

“night life’. It was like a great neon pinwheel 

spinning with fun and glamour and romance . . . and 

all very personally yours. 


Tonight, you're radiant with that same young 
enthusiasm. Proving once again that any woman can stay 
young-in-heart, when she’s free from care. ‘“Those”’ 
cares, for example. And that’s why you always insist on 
Kotex, for with that exclusive safety centre you're 
sure .. . secure. 


Moreover, you're free from revealing outlines, with 
those flat pressed ends of Kotex. Free from discomfort, 
too, because Kotex is a dream of softness . . . 
is made to stay soft while you wear it. Yes, and only 
Kotex has 3 sizes (Regular, Junior, Super Kotex). 


Naturally, then, your every evening can be as carefree 
as your laughter-loving heart. You can keep that 
radiant charm always very personally yours. 


puonally youre ' 


More women choose Kotex* 
than all other sanitary 


napkins 







Chatelaine, August, 1947 — 41 

































































42 — Chatelaine, August, 1947 





~~ 





"My husband became a grim stranger...” 


my feminine hygiene. “A sad mis- 
take made by all too many wives,” 
my doctor told me. Then he 
recommended using “‘Lysol’’ brand 
disinfectant for douching—always. 


Could this grim-faced man be my 
once gay, loving husband? What 
have I done to change him so?... 
Well, it seems I’d been careless in 
trusting to now-and-then care in 





“He’s my own man again now” 


My own devoted husband is back soda or other homemade solutions— 






again, now I’m faithful to my a proved germ-killer, cleansing 
doctor’s advice. No more careless thoroughly yet gently. I always 
feminine ‘hygiene, with “Lysol” use “Lysol” for douching...and 
so easy and economical to use. it works beautifully! 





It’s far more effective than salt, 













Many doctors recommend ‘‘Lysol’’ for Feminine Hygiene 
... for 6 reasons 















Reason No. 1; POWERFUL, PROVED GERM-KILLER ... “Lysol” is a true 


germicide of great germ-killing power. This power is not reduced by age or 







exposure to cir. 









Note: Dovche thoroughly with correct “Lysol” solution... every time! 
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Brand Disinfectant 







For Free booklet on Feminine Hygiene, send postcard or letter to Dept. M.H., Lehn & Fink (Canada) Ltd., 
37 Hanna Ave., Toronto 3, Canada. 











A Wonderful Husband 


Continued from page 39 


on, Helen, we've got to go to the police 
station or some place.” 

Helen followed with no reluctance. 
Marion watched them with the silence 
that she knew Bob had come to accept as 
the utmost expression of her disapproval. 
They brushed past her, in the doorway, 
without a by-your-leave. Bob took his 
hat off the newel post, where it shouldn’t 
have been, an old, almost used-up 
corduroy hat that had come somehow to 
look like him because she had seen him 
in it so often. It was at once a character 
miniature of him, and a feature of his 
personality, like Churchill’s cigar. 
Marion watched him tug it into place, 
and it became part of him. He rum- 
maged his pockets, as he always did, 
standing there before the door, to see 
that he had cigarettes, lighter, his keys, 
money and a clean handkerchief. 

It was then Harriet’s voice rang in her 
ear again like an echo that is long in 
returning. “You're going to have a bad 
dream sometime, Marion, in which it’s 
going to seem that you’re wrong and 
Bob’s right. You're too right now, 
Marion.” 

But things had gone too far to be 
influenced by spontaneous nightmares. 
There was in Bob’s face and in his 
manner a look that told her he had 
decided something for himself beyond 
her dissuasion. He was not a husband 
any longer. He was his own man. If 
there had been anything she cou!d think 
to do, despite the paralysis of mind that 
attacked her in every moment of con- 
flict, it was too late. A rasping inward 
voice, from where her conscience, not 
her ego, was, told her that for the fatal 
last time she had not done what she 
should have done, had not used speech 
for the good purpose it was given her. 

Bob had his hand on the doorknob, 
when he turned to look at her for what 
was probably the last time in that house. 
He was leaving her in anger, taking her 
with him only in hateful image. His eyes 
were blazing. But he stiffened suddenly. 
And then he shouted: 

“Damn it, Marion, I’m not going to 
let you let me make a fool of myself.” 


HE PICKED off his hat and arched it 
dead centre on the newel. “I suppose 
you haven’t the faintest idea what I 
mean. Think it out in your spare time.” 
He started out of the hall and into the 


2070—Misses One-Piece Dress in 
sizes 12, 14, 16, 18. Size 16: 3% of 
35"; 3% of 39"; 3% of 41"; 2% of 
54”. Price 25c. 


2077—-Misses’' and Women’s One- 
Piece Dress in sizes 12, 14, 16; 18, 
20. Size 16: 3% of 35"; 3% of 39”; 
3% of 41” or 2¥% of 54” lengthwise 
striped material. Price 25c. 


2095—-Misses’ and Women’s One- 
Piece Dress in sizes 12, 14, 16, 18, 
20. Size 16: 3 of 35”; 2% of 39”; 
2% of 41”. Contrast: % of 35” or 
39”. Price 25c. 


Pattern Deseriptions and Details for Ordering 








living room. But he remembered Helen 
and came back. “Go on home, Helen. 
Don’t waste your time on a man who’s in 
love with his wife.” 

Then he stalked away like a morose 
Indian chief who has dismissed every- 
thing from existence but his memories 
of ancient wrongs. 

For the first time in his life he had 
cursed at her and Marion found that it 
wasn’t important. That part of her ego 
which had been tender to such things, 
had been turned away, and she found she 
had other sides. He loved her, but it had 
not made him happy. No. A word was 
out of place there: she had not made 
him happy. And a whole philosophy 
collapsed within her. It was a philo- 
sophy that husbands could be regarded 
as being worthy only as long as they 
comported themselves according to a 
woman’s code. It disregarded the fact 
of a man’s being in love and the manner 
of his expressing it for the inconsequen- 
tials of temperament. “It was a feminine 
philosophy full of oughts and ought- 
nots. It censured marriage instead of 
living it. Instead of using what a man 
brought to marriage, it picked, like a 
finicky shopper, and picked and carped 
and rejected. It expected the men only 
to do and to be, the wife to criticize and 
rearrange the furniture. 

Bob was her husband, and he had just 
said and done the things that proved it. 
He had not been afraid, either of having 
made mistakes or of having to admit 
them. Certainly she had done nothing 
to encourage him. With gladness in her 
heart, and repentance in her throat, she 
cried, “Oh, Bob,” and followed him. 

“Bob, I was only trying to make a 
happy home for you that you’d be proud 
of, and make us the kind of married 
people who'd be respected by every- 
body.” 

He looked at her unhappily. “I’m a 
lousy husband.” 

She started to protest. “Oh, no,” and 
checked herself and thought—isn’t it all 
right if I let him think he’s a rotten 
husband if I know he isn’t? 

He said, “But I love you an awful 
lot.” 

Then she saw how vile the temptation 
was. 

“You're a wonderful husband, Bob,” 
she said, and felt wonderful saying it. 

He kissed her, and she knew that she 
wouldn’t have to worry about saying or 
doing the right thing the rest of that 
day. For once she had said what he 
wanted to hear. @ 


2097—-Misses’ and Women’s One- 
Piece Dress in sizes 12, 14, 16, 18, 
20. Size 15: 3% of 35”; 2% of 39"; 
2% of 41"; 2% of 54”. Price 25c. 


2101—Misses’ and Women’s “Sim- 
ple to Make” One-Piece Dress in 
sizes 12, 14, 16, 18, 20. Size 16: 
3% of 35"; 3 of 39"; 2% of 50”. 
Price 25c. 


1971—Blouse in sizes 12, 14, 16, 18, 
20. Size 16: 2% of 35”; 2% of 39”. 
Price 25c. 


ae Patterns may be obtained from your local dealers or by mail 


through 
Ave., Toronto 2, Ont. 


e Pattern Department of Chatelaine Magazine, 481 University 








Remember that last vacation when flies 
and mosquitoes drove you nutty? This year 
be ready for them with Shelltox! Give ’em 
a quick squirt, and watch the germ-laden 
little nuisances start dropping! 

You can do a job on roaches, moths and 
bedbugs with Shelltox too. And no need 
to worry about food, fabrics or wallpaper 
—they’re safe with Shelltox. Get Shelltox 
when you're shopping. 24c and 43c. 

Also, make your 
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to insects by spraying 
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Shelltox DDT. They die 
after crawling on this 
invisible ‘film of death’. 
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The Possessor 


Continued from page 20 


always with some awe that she appraised 
Salina. The young body, tall and 
already shapely. The soft golden hair, 
and straight nose, and hazy, innocent 
grey eyes. But now the curved mouth 
was held in sullenness. 

Salina dropped the dart on the bed, 
and leaned on one hand. 

Myra said, “Is anything the matter, 
darling? I mean, something very 
important?” 

“Nothing.” 

Myra paused. She felt helpless. “You 
like your room, don’t you, Salina?” 

“It’s all right.” Her teeth caught her 
lip again. 

“Don’t you think it might be nicer to 
live in, if you kept it properly?” 

The grey eyes came to her, focused 
with a sharpness that left her breathless. 
“I’m afraid, mother, I don’t have the 
pride of possession. And I’m afraid I 
don’t want it.” 

“If you weren’t so lucky,” retorted 
Myra, “you might appreciate what it is 
to have nice things.” 

Salina bowed her head and said no- 
thing. Myra hesitated, her heart seem- 
ing to tighten. She put a foot forward 
—wanting to take the bowed golden 
head in her arms, to stroke the long soft 
threads of hair. The quiet of her daugh- 
ter’s attitude restrained her. Instead, in 
defense, she drew herself up and said, “I 
want you to get this room straightened 
up. I don’t want to see it like this 
again.” 

A dim murmur came across the room 
to her: “All right, mother.” 

The bowing to her will did not leave 
Myra with happiness. Slowly she turned 
and left the room. As the evening pro- 
gressed she became convinced that her 
previously made decision to get Salina a 
car was the solution. Such a present 
would give her pride that nothing else 
could give. 


WHEN SHE told Charles, strangely his 
head bowed too. At length he said, “I 
don’t think there’s any hurry about it.” 

“Well, I do.” 

He fumbled in his pocket, and drew 
out a crumpled package of cigarettes. 

“Any girl her age would be thrilled to 
death,” said Myra. “And it will be her 
very own.” And firmly, “In her name!” 

Charles smoked quietly. His lean 
placid face was directed toward the 
wall. He was slumped in his chair, a 
characteristic attitude. In business, 
however, he could be amazingly aggres- 
sive. Myra knew that was not character- 
istic—it was for her. 

“Charles, don’t you really think it 
would be good?” 

He turned to her. It was startling how 
like Salina he sometimes looked. The 
resemblance was dear to her. 

“*]—well, I don’t think Salina needs a 
car yet. She’s allowed to use ours.” 

“But it doesn’t belong to her!” 
Charles certainly did not understand 
the difference. He must still be thinking 
of Salina as a child. 

“Salina,” he said, with seeming diffi- 
culty, “doesn’t feel the need of owning 
things.” 

Myra stared at him. “When she learns 
values, she’ll be much better off. I know 
the way I’d feel if I were she. And I 
can’t believe I’m different—unusual. I 
know that I’m not.” 
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BABY: Gracious, yes, Mommie. After 
my bath, just you smooth me all 
over with pure, géntle Johnson’s 
Baby Oil. And’ use it at diaper 
changes, too, to help prevent what 
my doctor calls “‘yrine irritation.” 
As for Johnson’s Baby Powder— 
haven’t you noticed the chafes and 
prickles I get these hot summer 
days ? Plenty of cool sprinkles with 
borated Powder wil! help fix that/ 

MOM: I’ve been behind the times! 

Watch me cat¢th up! 
BABY: Swell, Mom! 
Don’t let me rush 
you, but how about 
a little jaunt out for 
Johnson’s right now? 


Johnson's Baby Oil 
Johnson's Baby Powder 


g LIMITED MONTREAL 


MOTHERS: Try Johnson’s Baby Oil yourself. It’s grand as a sun-tan oll, 


BABY: Such a face, Mom! 
Folks’ll think you don’t 
enjoy being me—having 
a life that’s all “‘sun and 
fun’’! 

MOM: All “sun and fun,” eh? Did J 
say that? All “‘squirms and wrig- 
gles” is more like it! I’d forgotten 
babies work and play so hard. 
Ooh, my skin’s uncomfortable! 

BABY: Bless my booties, Mom, that’s 
what my skin feels like all the 
time! Now maybe you’ll listen 
when I tell you I need Johnson’s 
Baby Oil and Johnson’s Baby 
Powder! 

MOM: So that’s why you’ve been fuss- 
ing, sweetie! But do you need both? 


A Residential School for Girls, near Toronto 


®@ Public School to Honour Matriculation, Music, Art and Handi- 
crafts, Household Science, Secretarial Courses and Dramatics. 
Ideally situated in one hundred acres of grounds, Swimming Pool 
and Gymnasium. Physical Education and Riding. Valuable scholar- 


ships offered. 
CALENDAR ON REQUEST 
REV. C. R. CARSCALLEN, M.A., D.D., PRINCIPAL 
4-47 
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ANOTHER WOODBURY DEB MARRIES! 


Childhood Sweethearts — find LOVE FOREVER! David Lucas Sockett returned from 
overseas service as lieutenant in the Governor General’s Horse Guards. Rediscovered 
his Woodbury debbie, Betty Jane Doehler—a honey-blonde beauty, with cream-smooth 
skin. What happened? Love...courtship...marriage! Happy day for this Montreal couple! 


. - 


Hey...careful! You'll spill, Dave! Blame him tor 
being distracted...dazzled...by Betty Jane’s 
sparkle? A man just can’t keep his head (or his 
heart!)—so close to Woodbury skin-perfection! 


FOR THE SKIN YOU LOVE TO TOUCH 


Beauty Cream Ingredient used in 
Woodbury makes it difterent—extra mild! 
Try it for a smoothing beauty-treatment— 
fresher, softer skin that invites caresses! 


Wedding Day date! “As always, my Woodbury 
Facial Cocktail,” says Betty Jane. “That mild 
lather—then rinses—leaves skin so-o vel- 
vety!” Woodbury’s made for the skin alone. 


Happy couple return to “first date” restaurant. 
Same table. Same “I adore you” look in Dave’s 
eyes. Woodbury marrying debs know... this true 
beauty soap keeps skin smooth, romantic always. 


(Made im Canada) 


Charles mashed out his cigarette and 
stood up. His body was tall and rangy 
and young. The hard body of a fighter, 
and the kind face of someone who knows 
when it is not important to be hard. 

He came to Myra and sat on the edge 
of her chair, and took her hand. 

“I’d advise you not to get the car for 
her,” he said. “It'll be much better if 
you just allow Salina to go her way.” 

“But you see why I want—” 

He squeezed her hand, and spoke be- 
fore she finished. His eyes were like 
Salina’s, but a warmth lived in them 
when he looked at her. “I understand 
you, darling. But you might be hurt 
if you buy a car for Salina.” 

“Hurt?” What could he mean? 

He stroked her hand. “Will you do 
what I say?” 

She shook her head. “I think it’s 
necessary. I want to do it. You—you 
know what things were like for me. I 
want them different for her.” 

He put his face against her hair. He 
spoke softly, “I know, darling. I love 
you so much—and it hurts me when | 
think about the past.” His breath sank 
in her hair, and put a touch of moving 
warmth on her head. 

“T’ve always wanted you to have 
everything you wanted. I’ve lived for 
that—because your happiness is mine. 
That’s why I don’t want to see you 
hurt, darling.” 

She twisted her head to one side, to 
look up at him. “I don’t know what you 
mean, Charles.” 

He said nothing. His face was sad 
somehow. His arm dropped around her 
shoulders+ Then, firmly, he said some- 
thing that puzzled her even more. 

“Perhaps—alter all these years—it’s 
time to learn. Perhaps it was all wrong, 
although I didn’t think so. Get the car 
for her, Myra.” 


WITHIN A few days the strange words 
and manner of Charles were forgotten. 
Myra made all the arrangements for the 
car, and found pleasure in projecting 
herself into the happiness she was sure 
Salina would feel. 

She thought again about the way she 
herself would have felt if she had had a 
possession of which to be proud when 
she was young. And with the thoughts 
came memory—none the less sharp and 
poignant because years had passed. 

In the sanctuary of her room she felt 
the walls of her childhood room lifting 
about her—the too-intimate smell of 
three people living in a small square 
space, herself and her two older sisters. 
The envy she had felt toward the oldest 
sister, Gertrude, whose bed was beside 
the single narrow window—the window 
Gertrude regarded as her own. 

She saw once more the clothes her 
mother used to bring home from Matt 
Ferguson’s secondhand store on Le- 
banon Street. All clothing that had been 
worn by other people, musty and 
reminiscent. 

Many times she had walked the 
streets of the city and peered into shop 
windows. Like a small figure in a cut for 
a sentimental novel of the nineties, she 
would press close to the glass, her 
breath making soft patterns before her, 
and absorb dresses and coats and shoes 
with her eyes. She slept with her next 
oldest sister, Martha—and became 
filled, too, with a desire for privacy, for a 
bed and room of her own. 

It was more than the material things 
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Even-Pul foundation is. less 
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stricting your natural supple- 
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A Keeling of Fall 


by EVELYN KELLY, Fashion Editor 


ONTREAL nearly burst its fashion 
seams, and with justifiable pride, 
recently when the Montreal Fashion 
Institute, as well as individual 
fashion houses, presented fall styles 

which confirm rumors of the most radical 
change of silhouette in several seasons. 
It’s a lovely, flattering change, expertly 
done, establishing our Canadian fashion 
label as one of the world’s best in styling, 
quality, price and wearability. 





s This completely changed silhouette has 
two or three identifying names: barrel 
. . the hobble-skirt . . . narrow-kneed is the same, skirts accenting hips by 
look. But whatever you call it, the idea drapes, tucking, pockets, narrowing in 


noticeably to the knees, dropping down 
inches below last season’s length. This 
stress on hips affects every feature of a 
dress: sleeves, easy and full, deep arm- 
holes or draped cap for formal and semi- 
formal use; shoulders lightly padded; skirts 
slightly below midcalf for daytime, with 
afternoon and dinner dresses about three 
inches above ankle. 


Fabrics are the most exquisite seen 
here in years: rich silk velvets, delicate 
embroidered laces and nets, gold brocades, 
fine Canadian-woven rayons. 


Sequin and beading trims are done 
in the quiet good taste of truly fine 
workmanship. This season you won’t say, 
“‘It would be a lovely dress if they’d left 
those awful sequins off.” 


Colors are subdued, autumn-toned. 
Purples, rich violet, plum are romantically 
tagged Sultan, Harem, Baghdad. Greens 
come in such subtle tones as Lotus Leaf, 
Sinbad, Mosque. Arabian Night is a 
royal blue, Minaret pure aqua. Neutrals 
are in warm mixtures of greys and beiges. 


Accessories balance the new shape in: 
bats puffing or rippling their crowns for 
a fuller wider head look .. . hosiery 
darkening, blending rather than contrast- 
ing with hemlines (never darker than the 
hemline, which ties sheer black to black) 
. Shoes, high-heeled for graceful con- 
An Oriental / tinuity of line... . 
touch of gold a So that, though they call it the barrel 
and silver se- silhouette, they’ve taken infinite pains to 

bandings mil avoid making you look like a_ barrel. 
gives this black mi You'll look taller, slighter (honestly!) in 
crepe dinner ‘ these new togs, if you’re properly fitted. 
dress its name, | And if you have a good foundation for 
Chinoiserie. De- is that important undercover work. 
signed by Lieb- It’s tricky, but it’s beautiful, this 
man; Bruck swathed sirenish shape. And wouldn’t 
fabric. Hat is 4 it be a deadly dull world if feminine 
by Lola Lanyi. fashions never changed? » 


The new length and silhouette in 
dinner gowns as interpreted by 
Yvel. Soft wool jersey of clear 
green is superbly draped over the 
left hip in button effect, anc the 
bodice is draped at the right side, 
repeating the sculptured accent, 
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she lacked in those days. Her mother 
was distant from her, disinterested. 
Perhaps it was because she worked too 
hard, because she had so many things on 
her mind that love could not be one of 
them, 

When Myra was in her seventeenth 
year, something happened that excited 
and shamed her. A young man on the 
block stopped her one day on the street 
and said, shyly, that he’d been watching 
her for a long time. “I’d like very much 
to take you out,” he said. “I was afraid 
to ask you for a long time—but now I’ve 
got to. You're not angry, are you?” 

He had a gentle smile that fitted him, 


DON'T LICK THOSE DRY 


BABYS SAIN CRACKED LIPS 


‘1 dobicote | 
ah ‘ 
Baby’s tender skin is more easily 
irritated than a grown up’s. That's 
why doctors recommend the ntildest, 


softest toiletries ... Baby's Own. 
Backed by over 75 years experience 


Tan TST 


TATA C Ee LADY 


and research, Baby's Own Soap, Oil and 
Powder contain only the purest, gentlest 
ingredients. Use Baby’s Own for your baby. 


Bath Sets on sale in 60¢ and $1.10 sizes, 


Babys Own 


DRAINS 
FASTER 


and costs less, too! 


The new faster way to end clogged 
drain worry is here! Gillett’s Drain 
Cleaner opens drains so clogged up 
that even water can’t ooze through. 
Acts faster—costs less. Get Gillett’s 
Drain Cleaner today and prevent 


clogging! 
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Prevents and clears clogged drains 


> 


SOAP 


chosen by mothers, doctors 
and nurses fer over 75 years 


also BABYS OWN OIL and 
BABY'S OWN POWDER 


B Vitamins Need Not 


be Expensive! 


You can buy B Compound 
Tablets today for much less than 
they cost a few years ago. Miles 
Laboratories make ONE-A-DAY 
brand, Vitamin B Compound 
Tablets and it is their policy to 
keep vitamin prices down. 

B vitamins will not be an expensive 
item for you if you buy ONE-A- 
DAY brand. You will get good 
value and at the same time high 
quality. You couldn’t buy better 
vitamins than ONE-A-DAY brand 
even if you paid double the price. 
When you go to the drug store, do 
not say you want some B vitamins 
but ask specifically for ONE-A- 
DAY brand, Vitamin B Compound 
Tablets. Each tablet contains 3. of 


St pecubsenntelans ONE-A-DAY 
30 TABLETS $1.00 i eon 
90 TABLETS $2.50 B-COMPOUND 
Look for the light grey 
, TABLETS 


packages 


even though he was so big and strong. 
His eyes were grey and warm. Myra was 
sorry for him, and afraid at the same 
time. She had seen him many times, and 
had covertly watched him, but her own 
shyness made it seem impossible that he 
could have been wanting to talk to her. 

“Well?” he asked. “Are you angry?” 

She shook her head. “No. I’m not 
angry.” 

They stood before each other. Wonder 
came to Myra. A consciousness of her- 
self—deeper than ever known before— 
came with the intense gaze from his grey 
eyes. Abruptly, shame came too, cas- 
cading over her. Her fingers, at her 
sides, rubbed the cheap ill-fitting cloth. 

“*I’d like to take you to dinner Satur- 
day night,” he said. “Would that be 
all right?” 

Myra wanted only to get away from 
him. Dinner! It would be impossible. 
How could she walk into a restaurant 
with him, wearing a dress that had hung 
on the dusty rack at Matt Ferguson’s? 
“‘No,” she said, turning away even as she 
spoke, “I’m sorry, I couldn’t go.” 

When she came to the flat, she walked 
in swiftly and through the short hall to 
the room she shared now with Martha, 
since Gertrude had married and left. 
She opened the door. She wanted to be 
alone, to lie down and hide her face. 
Martha was there, sitting on the bed 
next to the window. It was hers now. 

Myra lay down on her own bed, facing 
the wall. Even now, when she needed 
solitude the most, it was denied her. 

The young man, Charles, became part 
of her fancies, and it was because of him 
that she went against her mother’s 
wishes and left high school. The other 
two girls had finished high school, but 
Myra knew she had to go to work, to 
earn something for herself. She found 
a job in a small department store that 
shamed the term. 

Nevertheless, it was a magic place for 
her. There were hundreds of desirable 
things she could look at all day, and 
whenever she sold anything she would 
beam happily at the customer, pretend- 
ing it was she who was buying. And, of 
course, she dreamed of wearing fine 
clothes and walking into the city’s best 
restaurant on Charles’ arm. 

One particular dress charmed her 
completely. Blue and sophisticated, with 
sleek flowing lines. Daily she suffered 
agonies—fearing it would be sold before 
she could buy it. The dress was not sold 
to anyone else, and one month after she 
took the job, she proudly bought it. 

Myra had occasionally seen Charles 
during that time. He had smiled at her 
and she had smiled back, but he hadn’t 
approached her. This Saturday evening, 
the precious box containing the dress 
under her arm, she walked home as 
slowly as she could. She did not see him. 

A week went by. The blue dress 


cracked, ps for quick, 
soothing relief. Lypsyl con- 
tains lip softenin nzoin- 
ated Pomade. Lypsyl is 
effective, works fast. Only 
25c at all drug counters. 
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and direction service 

brings the latest creations in handcraft 
and needlework from the country’s fore- 
most artists and designers. It is $2.00 a 
year in Canada for twelve issues, but no 
samples are sent because each issue con- 
tains large hot iron transfer patterns as 
well as ideas for such items as doilies, 
edgings, bedspreads, tablecloths, hats, 
bags, and baby’s things. Orders should 
be sent to the WORKBASKET, #74, 
Handcraft Bldg., Kansas City 16, Mo., 
U.S.A., with currency or money order.” 
If you are not delightfully pleased with 
the first issue, Aunt Ellen will return 
your money and you may keep the ma- 
terial you have received without any 
obligation, 


Z.B. T. protects Tom against 
“ACID-MOISTURE” 


Tommy’s comfortable—and grateful. With Z.B.T. 
he’s guarded from the sting and burn of 
“acid-moisture.” Your baby, too, needs 
Z.B.T.’s gentle all-over protection. Z.B.T. 
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languished in the closet. And then on a 
Thursday she did see him. Coming 
toward her on Lebanon Street in the 
dusk. 

He came abreast of her and smiled, 
but she could tell he did not intend to 
stop. Myra never understood later how 
it happened, but suddenly she turned to 
him, and said, “Good evening .. .” 
And he stopped, as if a wall had sprung 
up before his nose. He took off his cap. 

““You—you asked me to dinner,” she 
said. “I am able to go.” 


CHARLES SHOULD surely realize the 
value of possessions. If it hadn’t been 
for the blue dress, they might never have 
marricd. And if Charles hadn’t dedi- 
cated himself to earning things for her, 
he, without doubt, would not have 
become the owner of his own business. 

She thought about this as she propped 
the car’s bill of sale against the dresser 
mirror in Salina’s room. The sport coupé 
had arrived at ten in the morning, after 
Salina had been dispatched downtown. 
It had been placed in the unused side of 
the two-car garage. 

All through lunch Myra had difficulty 
stopping herself from blurting out the 
surprise. It would be much better to let 
Salina go to her room and find the bill 
of sale. What would her face be like 
when she dashed from the room, the bill 
in her hand? Myra pictured herself 
as a young girl, walking into her bed- 
room on a cheerful Saturday and finding 
she was the owner of a car. Running— 
on clouds of course—to the garage, 
opening the door, seeing the car there! 
Jessie brought in two cups of coffee. She 
sent Myra a conspirator’s look, and 
Myra smiled. 

The coffee finished, Myra lighted a 
cigarette and sat there looking from the 
window. Salina said, “Will you excuse 
me, mother?” 

Myra said, “Doing anything special 
this afternoon?” 

“Oh, I’m going to drop over and see 
Beth. We might drift downtown.” 
Myra’s eyes 


“All right, darling.” 


followed the slender shape as Salina left 
the room. The cigarette was forgotten 
in her fingers; she listened to the rapid 
steps going upstairs. She wanted to 
miss nothing. 

She waited. There was no sound. 

What could the girl be doing? It was 
practically impossible not to see that 
paper on the dresser. Unless Salina 
was walking around the room with her 
eyes closed, she had to have seen it. Oh, 
no—she couldn’t. If she had, she would 
have yelped. Myra smoked another 
cigarette, and then stood up. 


SALINA WAS sitting in the soft chair 
by the window, her legs crossed. She 
wasn’t reading, just sitting there. The 
full sunlight brushed her hair with light 
strokes, touched the edge of her rounded 
lips, and slanted down the straight nose. 

Myra looked quickly at the dresser. 
The paper was no longer propped up, but 
lying flat on the dresser. Salina had 
seen it. Disappointment was a dull river 
inside her. 

“You—you saw the—” 

Salina nodded, averted her eyes. 

“It’s in the garage, Salina,” she said. 
“Don’t you care?” 

Salina did not answer. Myra stared at 
her. The averted face, the immobility 
of her body. Myra felt a mysterious 
distance open between her and her 
daughter. What was wrong? And then 
she knew the distance had been there, 
purposely disregarded, for quite a while. 

“What is wrong?” asked Myra. She 
was completely bewildered. And in spite 
of herself her voice grated. “Don’t you 
understand? It’s your own—your very 
own. You can do with it whatever you 
like. It’s yours!” No stronger words 
could be used to anyone. 

Salina stood up, her fists clenched by 
her sides. ‘‘Oh, mother, don’t!” 

Myra flinched. The shock of dis- 
appointment was an ache. “What is 
wrong with you?” she asked. “Any 
other girl would be in ecstasies.” 

“Yes! Any girl would be happy. I 

# Continued on page 49 





Cross Stitch Mats. These luncheon mats will bring a gay touch 
to your table at any season. You'll find them useful in a dozen different 


spots too . . 


. on buffets, on occasional tables or to brighten a guest’s 


breakfast tray. The design is stamped for working on fine cream Irish 
linen in a delightful color combination of two shades of coral with 
chocolate brown and green. Order No. 149 C. 





TO ORDER: No. 149C, centre mat (14 by 22 inches), price 60 cents; place 
mats (14 by 18 inches), 50 cents each; serviettes, 25 cents each. Cottons for 
working four-place set, 60 cents. 

Address Marie Le Cerf, c/o Chatelaine, 481 University Ave., Toronto 2. 
On out-of-town cheques add 15 cents for bank exchange. 
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“Dig this, Dodie — I’ve tried it!” 
“But what's this dream stuff called?” 


**Free-Stride Modess—and it’s smooth, all right, 
*cause it ac-tually doesn’t chafe!” 


So the word is passed from one 
young modern to another — from 
school to school. Trust the teen- 
age crowd to be in on smooth 
news like this — sometimes ’way 
ahead of Mother! 


The secret of the chafe-free com- 
fort you'll find in new Free-Stride 
Modess lies in the clever fashion- 
ing of the napkin edges. 
Free-Stride Modess has extra 
cotton on its edges — extra soft- 
ness right where the cause of 


chafe begins. 


The extra cotton also acts to 
direct and retain moisture inside 
the napkin, keeps the edges dry 
and smooth longer. And dry 
smooth edges just don’t chafe! 


So safe, too! Every Free-Stride 
Modess has a triple safety shield 
to guard against accidents. And 
never a telltale outline — Free- 
Stride Modess is silhouette-proof! 


Free-Stride Modess—so truly 
luxury-comfortable, so luxury- 
safe — is on sale now! So get a 
package today. 





Walk. with comfort! Try the new Free-stride Modess/ 
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Can you answer these quedtions abot 


HIGH BLOOD 


High blood pressure, or hyper- 
tension, is a condition in which 
the pressure of the blood against 
the walls-of the arteries and their 
smaller branches shows a persist- 
ing and large increase above nor- 
mal. A temporary rise in pressure, 
such as may result from physical 


Sometimes high blood pressure is 
associated with kidney ailments, 
local infections, or glandular dis- 
turbance, but the cause in most 
cases is unknown. It is known 


Persistent high blood pressure 
makes your heart work harder 
and nearly always results in en- 
largement of the heart muscle. 
The arteries are usually affected; 
there may be damage to kidneys, 
eyes, blood vessels of the brain, 
and other organs. Fortunately, if 
discovered early, hypertension can 


or emotional strain, is a perfectly 
normal reaction, and is NOT high 
blood pressure. However, if such 
rises occur frequently and are ex- 
cessive, they may indicate a ten- 
dency toward hypertension in lat- 
er years, 


that hypertension occurs most fre- 
quently among those who are 
middle-aged or older, those who 
have a family history of hyperten- 
sion, and those who are overweighi. 


If you have periodic physical 
examinations your physician will 
check your blood pressure regu- 
larly. His guidance can probably 
help you keep your blood pressure 
down, or, if it should go above 
normal and stay there, he may be 
able to start corrective measures 
at once, before serious damage 


often be controlled. 


Thanks to modern medical science, 
people with high blood pressure today 
can often avoid serious complications, 
and enjoy a long and happy life... 
especially if the condition is discovered 
in its early stages. 


In many cases treatment such as 
diets, rest, elimination of infections, 
reduction of weight at least to normal, 
and special drugs may be necessary. 
Surgery has been used effectively in 
some instances, and psychotherapy has 
proved helpful at times in removing 
fear of the disease and lessening 
emotional strains. 

Medical science is constantly in- 
creasing its knowledge of high blood 
pressure. Aiding in this work is the 


has been done, 


Life Insurance Medical Research Fund, 
supported by 150 Life Insurance Com- 
panies, which makes grants for special 
research in diseases related to the heart. 


To learn more about this subject, 
send for Metropolitan’s free pamphlet, 
“Blood Pressure — Everybody Has It.” 
Address your request to Booklet Dept. 
87-L, Canadian Head Office, Ottawa. 


The Smiths Build a House 


Continued from page 21 


freedom in planning than provided by 
an inside lot. 

The purchase price does not often 
represent the total cost of land. You 
must pay to develop a lot as well as 
to buy it. Luckily ours had few trees to 
fell and the ground was flat and easy to 
dig. It costs money to clear heavily 
wooded sites and to level slopes or 
excavate rocky land. For your informa- 
tion, it is also expensive to build on 
filled or very wet ground. Remember 
that a picturesque site may turn out 
to be uneconomic to develop, and an 
irregularly shaped one may necessitate 
a costly rambling house. 

We paid less for our lot than we would 
have for a comparable one in the city 
or its outskirts. We paid $10 a foot, 
which for 100 feet amounts to $1,000. 
At the time we planned an over-all! 
expenditure of $10,000 on land and 
building. The cost of the lot therefore 
represented 10% of the total cost. You 
may find it advisable to exceed this 
percentage, but I would not suggest you 
go far above 20%. And then only if 
there are restrictions to protect your 
investment. 

Building restrictions may be drawn 
up by the person selling the land or by 
the municipality in which it’s located. 
They are designed to protect residential 
districts from commercial and industrial 
encroachments. They eliminate the 
possibility of a store or factory being 
built next door to your house and thus 
ruining its value. 

The restrictions on our lot were drawn 
up by the owner. They are incorporated 
in the deed to the property. I had to 
agree to erect a residence of prescribed 
minimum cost within a certain period 
of time. I had to promise that only one 
would be built on the lot and that it 
would be used for dwelling purposes only. 

You must make sure that the mort- 
gage company financing the construc- 
tion of your house approves your choice 
of location. And you should call at the 
town hall or other municipal office to 
find out what property and local im- 
provement taxes you will have to pay. 
At the same time, ask what type of con- 
struction is required by the local build- 
ing code. This has bearing on the cost 
of your house. 

When you’ve looked at the various 
sitesavailable and selected one that seems 
ideal, the owner or real-estate agent will 
ask you to sign an offer to purchase and 
pay a small deposit. The offer tw 
purchase is, when signed, legally bind- 
ing. so read it carefully. It should tell 
you how much your share of the current 
taxes will be and when the remainder 
of the sale price will fall due. We paid 
cash, though installment payments can 
usually be arranged. 

The owner is given time to consider 
your offer. If he accepts it, a number 
of legal formalities must be observed in 
the transfer of the title. We engaged 
a lawyer to look after our interests in 
this regard. For a modest fee, he 
ascertained that the person representing 
himself as owner actually owned the 
land, that it was not mortgaged and 
that there were no unpaid taxes for 
which we would be liable. He also 
prepared the deed and attended to 
recording the sale at the county registry 
office. — 


When you fee! low and out 
of sorts from late hours— 


Or you suffer the wretched 
distress of a disordered liver — 


Or your digestive tract is 
clogged and sluggish— 


The Saline Laxative 
that also combats excess 
gastric acidity! 


Two teaspoons of Sal Hepatica in 
a glass of water brings quick relief 
—usually within an hour. Sal 
Hepatica is more effective because it 
also combats excess gastric acidity, 
mighty important in helping you 
to feel better faster. Pleasant- 
tasting Sal Hepatica causes no 
discomfort, no disagreeable after- 
effects. Effective in a wide variety 
of ailments, Sal Hepatica is an 
ideal family laxative. Get a bottle 
today. 


Product of Bristol-Myers—Made in Canada 


SAL HEPATICA 








































The Possessor 
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would be happy. But not this way—not 
the...” she broke off, her fists un- 
clenched, and again she turned away. 

Myra, in agitation, went up behind 
her. “Salina,” she said, in a voice gone 
low and husky. “You were going to say 
something ... finish it. I’m not 
afraid, whatever it is.” 

“I can’t. It’s just that... I—I 
can’t hurt you, mother. It’s ...a 
way I feel, and I can’t help it. It’s...” 

Myra put her hands on the girl’s 
shoulders. ‘Darling,”’ she said, “tell 
me what’s the matter. I—I was so 
happy. I can’t understand.” 

Salina turned, suddenly put her head 
beside her mother’s, and gripped her 
with her arms. Myra felt the tears come 
down along her cheek from Salina’s. 
And with their touch a strange emotion 
came to her. Light as a whisper of 
regret, indefinable as the waking rem- 
nant of a bad but forgotten dream. 

“1 can’t talk to you about it,”’ Salina 
blurted, “I can’t, mother. Sometimes, I 
know, I act mean—like about the dart 
. . « likenow. But I can’t say why. Not 
now ... please let me alone.” She 


pulled away and lay face down on her 
bed, her arms crossed under her head. 
Myra stood there a long time. Salina 
did not move. In her own room Myra 
lighted a cigarette, just to be doing 
something. The blinds were drawn, and 
she was grateful for the dimness. The 





THIS THREE-PIECE vanity set and matching scarf are stamped 
ready for working on heavy white cutwork linen. The design, a lovely 
and graceful one, is in morning glory motif, and may be worked in 
all white to harmonize with any color scheme, or if you have a blue 
room it is beautiful done in heavenly blue with pale green leaves. 
Vanity set, No. 150 C. Scarf, No. 151 C. 


TO ORDER: No. 150C vanity set (3 pieces, 13 by 36 inches) price 75 cents; 

No. 151C scarf (16 by 36 inches) price 90 cents. Cottons for working, 30 

cents each. Address Marie Le Cerf, c/o Chatelaine, 481 University Ave., 
Toronto 2. On out-of-town cheques add 15 cents for bank exchange. 
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disappointment had left her and some- 
thing new was in its place. It was a 
queer thing that replaced disappoint- 
ment. It was shame, but Myra could 
not understand why it had come to her. 
Salina had made her feel it; she was 
innocent of its cause. She leaned her 
head back in the chair and closed her 
eyes. 

At four o’clock Charles opened the 
door and came into the room. Myra 
turned to him. He sat on the dressing- 
table chair, folded his hands. He started 
to speak, but did not. 

Myra parted her lips to ask him a 
question—to ask what was wrong. The} , 
words labored on her tongue. le 

“I’ve done something wrong, Charles. - 
I don’t know what it is.” 

Tenderness was in his grey eyes, and 
it should have made her feel better, It 
did not. 

“I know,” he said. “But it isn’t only 
your fault. It’s mine too.” 

“Your fault?” Perplexed, she leaned 
toward him. And as she did she saw 
something else in him. Pain. Drawn in 
unmistakable lines. 

“Come over here to the bed, Myra.” 
He took her hand and led her across the 
room. They sat side by side, he did not 
release her hand. 





As her radiant auburn hair gets the final touches for a scene in the J. Arthur Rank Produc- 
tion “Root of All Evil’, charming Hazel Court completes her manicure with Kleenex. 


“Kleenex Tissues Have Features 
Found in No Other Tissue” 


Says Miss Court; ‘Kleenex is softer, stronger, whiter and more 
absorbent. And only Kleenex has the Serv-a-tissue package!’ 
=—Only Kleenex gives you all of these 


STRONGER 


“A LONG time ago,” Charles began, “I 

fell in love with a very beautiful girl. So 

much in love that all I wanted to do in 

life was make her happy. And... I 

took the easy way to do it. She had been 
# Continued on page 50 
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Each single ply of Kleenex tissue is heavier 
and stronger than ordinary tissues. Each 
application or pull is double ply, giving 
you extra strength and extra bency. 


| Kleenex tissues are made from Cellucotton absor- 
| bent wadding—the downy soft substance that’s 
| actually 5 times more absorbent than cotton... 
| so kind to tender noses and the most delicate skins. 
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Kleenex is now processed to pure white in a new 


Kleenex great production has resulted in 
savings passed on to you... 80 that today, 
superior two-ply Kleenex tissues cost only 
1/3 the price you paid a few years ago. 
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ultra-modern Canadian mill; comes to you 
absolutely fresh in patented, sealed packages to 
assure you tissues that are absolutely hygienic. 


CONVENIENCE & VARIETY 
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With the exclusive Kleenex Serv-a-tissue Package 

rc pull one and up pops the next ready for use. 
eep all three sizes on hand to meet each of your 

individual requirements, 

* Exclusive Trade Mark Re 
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"Why bear the torture of 
corns? Blue-Jay now con- 
tains pain-deadening Nu- 
percaine. Like an an- 
aesthetic it deadens the 
tormenting pain around the 
corn’s hard core. Mean- 
while, Blue-Jay’s gentle 
medication softens and 
loosens the core itself—you 
simply lift it out. 


Remember—only Blue-Jay 
gives you this quick and 
complete relief. So get a 
package of Blue-Jay now— 
enjoy relief tonight. 


BLUE JAY 


hurt, and there was asi knessin her... 
a aced for things. I thought I could cure 
that sickness by giving her everything 
she could ever want. 

“As time went on my love got larger 
and larger, and the girl did become 
happy—and yet the sickness was still in 
her. Often I wanted to say something 
toher . . . I didn’t know how to begin. 
It’s—hard to deliberately hurt the 
woman you love. You see, | was weak.” 

She loved him so much, and had been 
secure in the knowledge of his love for 
her. And yet, unknown to her, had been 
this feeling about her, carried in his 
heart. It was unbearable to realize. It 
was true that his love mattered to her 
above all things—and without his love, 
or with his love injured, nothing else 
could matter. It resounded in her brain 
—Charles had been seeing her in a man- 
nerentirely different from what she had 
imagined, with a taint of ugliness. Her 
shame took stronger form. It rose up in 
her, and she wanted to turn away from 
him. She did not think she could stand 
the knowledge that he’d been thinking 
of her this way. 

“And Salina?” she asked. 

“I allowed you to hurt her,” he said. 
“Salina, darling, has heard mine, yours, 
too often.” His voice caught, and then 
went on again. “She’s watched you 
caress your possessions, she’s watched 
the happy glow in your eyes when you 
looked at something that belonged to 
you. She’s seen the growth of obsession, 
and it disgusted her. When she was 
younger, it did not impress itself so much 
on her... but in the past few years 
she’s become desperately conscious 
of it.” 

Disgust. The word added sickness to 
the shame. She saw herself moving 
about the house, laying the silver in the 
red-lined boxes, speaking to others 
about my house, my room, my my my. 

With the cold shock of guilt she knew 
her happiness had been something false, 
false because it belonged to her alone. 
She knew she could not be happy when 
she understood he was not. And yet his 
words implied something that she 
thought was not completely true. She 
was not selfish—certainly not that! 
Perhaps she would be more to blame 
if she had been selfish. She loved her 
own things, but she loved to give—loved 
to have others possess. 

And she said, “But I’m not selfish, 
Charles. Perhaps I do love my things. 
But I wanted Salina to have her own 
car. I was terribly excited about it. 
Could a selfish person be that way?” 

He circled her waist, and drew her 
toward him. 

“I’m going to be even more cruel,” he 
said. “It’s time for it. And you'll know 
what I say is right, if you look into 
yourself. 

“You're selfish even when you give, 
Myra. Because you don’t give only for 
the sake of others . . . for the happi- 
ness of others, and get your joy from 
that. You give because you want to 
receive. When you wanted to get a car 
for Salina, it was because you were 
projecting yourself to her. 

“You were giving the car to yourself.” 

The tone of his words sank into her, 
even more than the words themselves. 
His arm tightened around her, but 
security was no longer in it. She wanted 
to hide forever in a dark far place. 

“I’d like to destroy everything I 
have,” shesaid.“I don’t wantanything!” 

“You don’t want to destroy things. 


Just put them ia their places. Use them, 
but look beyond them. You were starv- 
ing, Myra, but you’re not any longer.” 

She thought of a starving man, finding 
food, tearing it with his hands, his eyes 
alight. You could pity that man. She 
thought also of a sleek man tearing 
rapaciously as if he starved, and her 
stomach tightened. That was the way 
she had looked to them. 

Charles took her hands from before 
her face. Sadness in his grey eyes faded 
and was gone. “It’s all over. There’s no 
reason for it togoon. You can forget—” 

He tilted her face. It was hard to look 
into his eyes, but after she did, it was 
easier. No ugliness lived there, but, 
instead, there was his love and his faith 
in her. She could tell how complete and 
strong it was. 

Her upturned face was like that of a 
child. “Will it take long? To have you 
look at me and not remind me of what 
I’ve been like? Salina—” 

He could not help smiling at her 
expression. Eagerly she looked at him, 
waiting for his answer. His smile spread, 
his lips crinkled into a grin, and he was 
suddenly laughing down at her—a clear 
gay laughter. And in quick happiness 
she held to him as tightly as she could. 
Love was the only real possession. # 


Strange Women in Our Midst 
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the right to the kind of life she wanted. 

Catharine and Gladys belonged to 
the Cowichan tribe, but their story is 
also the story of all our Indian women. 

Eddy, one of the tribe’s headsmen, 
guided us to Catharine’s shack, set on 
a hill overlooking the deep blue of Cow- 
ichan Bay. She was standing beside a 
sagging stove, looking into an iron pot 
which obviously from thesmell contained 
some kind of fish brew. When she turned 
round, her face and her dumpy body in 
its ragged green cotton dress seemed to 
express the weariness of centuries. 

Hesitantly she put out a knotted hand 
that might have been of old leather. She 
spoke in sing-song Salish to Eddy, who 
translated. ““She’s g!sd to see you,” he 
said. “She has talked to few white 
women.” 

Through Eddy I asked her about the 
life she had known as a younger woman, 
and her eyes lighted up. Catharine 
waved a grimy hand toward a mountain 
in the distance. She used to walk there, 
a distance of 10 miles, to gather a 
certain edible bulb that tasted something 
like an onion. This rustling of food, 
gathering roots and plants and seaweed 
for drying, was a sunrise to sunset job 
all year except in the winter months. It 
was also the women’s job to prepare and 
dry the fish and meat brought home by 
the braves. 

They clothed the family, too, and 
furnished the houses. Goats’ hair was 
woven into clothing. Reeds taken from 
a nearby lake were made into mats. 

It had been a good life and Catharine 
had enjoyed it, Eddy translated after a 
few minutes. Now that she was a 
widow, with only a few acres of land to 
care for and three or four grandchildren 
to look after, she missed the sunrise 
hikes off toward the western hills. 

What about the younger generation 
of women? Catharine said something 
that sounded like “Bah!” They didn’t 
know what work was, according to the 
old Indian woman. They refused to 
learn the weaving of rush mats and 


3 HALF-SAFE 
GIRLS 


could one of them be you? 


MARY gambled with her 
popularity—and lost. Does 
YourR deodorant really kill 
odor instantly, safely, sure- 
' ly? Orare you only half-safe? 


JANE ruined a dress she 
loved. Some deodorants rot 
fabrics, others do not stop 
the perspiration which 
stains clothes. Are your 
clothes only half-safe? 


SUE took chances with her 
7*= skin. Some deodorants may 
™ seriously irritate underarm. 

Is your deodorant gentle, 

antiseptic? Or is your skin 

only half-sate? 


DON'T BE HALF-SAFE! 
get ARRID’S 3-way protection 


1. Arrid really protects you from offending. 
Kills perspiration odor instantly, safely, 
surely, and keeps you safe by antiseptic 
action. 


2. Arrid is really safe for clothes —grease- 
less, stainless. Stops perspiration, so pre- 
vents stains and odor on clothes. 


a Arrid is really safe for your skin. A pure, 
white, stainless vanishing cream. Does not 
irritate. More nurses use Arrid than any 
other deodorant. 


Don’t be half-safe. Be Arrid safe. 
Use Arrid—to be sure! 15¢, 39¢, 59¢. 


NO OTHER deodorant 
STOPS PERSPIRATION and ODOR 
so COMPLETELY yet so SAFELY 


Her water naiyy? 
~ 


NOT IF THE STORAGE TANK 
IS EVERDUR METAL 


You can expect long, economical, 
trouble-free service from a hot water 
nome tank or range boiler made of 
Everdur* Metal (a high strength, 
corrosion-resisting copper alloy). An 
Everdur tank will never rust despite the 
fact that hot water is more corro- 
sive than cold! Write for our free book- 


let, “Your Enduring Home”. 
*Trade Mark Keg’d. 
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(Since 1922 Headquarters in Canada 
for Copper and Brass) 
Main Office and Plant: Montreal z 
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NO DULL 


DRAB HAIR 


When You Use This Amazing 
4 Purpose Rinse 


LOVALON, simple and quick to use after 
a shampoo, does these 4 things to give 
YOUR hair glamour and beauty: 

1. Brings out lustrous highlights, 

2. Adds a rich, natural tint to hair. 

3. Rinses away shampoo or soap film, 

4. Leaves hair soft, easy to manage. 
LOVALON does not permanently dye or 
bleach — merely tints the hair as it rinses. 
Comes in 12 flattering shades. Try Lovalon. 

At stores which sell toilet goods 


35¢ and 15¢ sizes 





Write for FREE BEAUTY SUGGESTIONS 


We will send you a delightful story about 
Stillman’s Freckle Cream. It is not only a 
freckle bleach, but also a beautifying cream. 
It makes skin look lighter—feel softer, 
smoother. Over 30 million jars have been pur- 
chased by enthusiastic users! At all drug and 


cosmetic counters. A Use according 
postal card brings this ‘0 directions 
amazing story of beauty 
to you! 


THE STILLMAN CO. 
Box 21 Aurora, Ill. 
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“too Indian, 


goat’s hair clothing. True, some of them 
could knit sheep’s wool into the heavy 
sweaters for which this community was 
famous. But most of the younger women 
found even this tiresome, she said. The 
arts and customs of other times were 
dying out and Catharine obviously 
mourned their passing. She also resented, 
it appeared, the desire of some of the 
younger people to live like their white 
neighbors. 


THAT WOULD mean Gladys, who has 
tried and failed. “Education,” one 
government agent had told me, “‘is the 
hope of the Indian women.” But after 
meeting Gladys, one could not resist the 
question—was not, perhaps the price of 
this education too high? 

An increasing number of girls are 
going into the higher grades of school. 
Family allowances help. At school, 
along with their regular studies, the 
girls are taught nutrition. They are 
bright, and do particularly well in 
sewing and art classes. More and more 
of them are finishing high school, taking 
business courses, attending normal 
schools and entering hospital training. 
But what then? 

Gladys matriculated at the head of 
her class. After a business course she 
went to the city. Because she looked 
” white employers turned 
her down. For the same reason, decent 
boardinghouses closed the doors in 
her face. 

Reluctantly Gladys went back to the 
reserve, to join the family in the rickety 
cottage, She managed to get a part-time 
job in a lawyer’s office in the nearby 
village, but she isn’t too pleased to meet 
white people these days. 

Crossly, she shooed the chickens away 
from the door which she opened only 
part way when I knocked. She was a 
squat girl, but her clothes were neat and 
her hair done becomingly. 

Yes, she liked her job, she said. ““The 
older women of my family worked like 
slaves. My work is easier.” But she was 
obviously discontented. As she talked 
she looked apprehensively over her 
shoulder into the untidy room, which 
was such a far cry from the home of a 
white-collar girl in the city. Then a 
man’s voice called out to her roughly. 

“I’m sorry,” she said. “My father 
doesn’t wish me to talk to you.” 

When I had told J. Coleman, B. C. 
Inspector of Indian Agencies, about 
Gladys, he said, “Her case was probably 
typical. Any Indian girl with ambition is 
up against the heartbreak of racial 
prejudice. More and more of them want 
to train for careers, but when they do 
it’s difficult for them to find jobs, places 
to live, or friends.” 

But Mr. Coleman’s faith 
Indians of Canada is great. 

“Many of them are superior to people 
of our white communities,” he said. 
“But it’s the whites that are the 
problem. If white people would re- 
cognize the virtues of the Indians it 
would speed up their assimilation. After 
all, many of our most brilliant Canadians 
have Indian blood in their veins. It 
proves that the Indians can be absorbed 
into the population through marriage, 
and that alone is the solution to our 
Indian problem.” 

When that happens there will no 
longer be Gladys, torn between two 
cultures, her roots in the primitive past 
and her mind tuned to the civilization 
of today and tomorrow. # 
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it Happens in TWO SECONDS 


Within two seconds after starting a 
cadenza, an accomplished concert 
pianist can play notes at the amazing 

tate of more than 540 per minute! 















































Test shows how fast Aspirin 
disintegrates in your stomach! 


And as this glass-of-water 
test proves, within 

two seconds after you 
take Aspirin, it starts 

to go to work, to bring 


FAST PAIN RELIEF © 


ASPIRIN’S speed — the result of three manufacturing steps instead of 

only one—is mighty important when you have an ordinary headache, om 
neuritic or neuralgic pain. For it means that ASPIRIN starts to go 
to work in two seconds to bring you the quick relief you want. 

In addition, ASPIRIN is a single active ingredient that is so gentle 
to the system, it has been used... year in and year out... by millions 
of normal people— without ill effect! So use 
ASPIRIN. It is one thing you can take with 
confidence. 
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Baby's First Year 


Drier Chatelaine Crit) Health, Clini 
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THE STORK CLUB 


If you're about to become, or have just become a member of this 
important group, we know your greatest concern will be in giving 
your baby a good start in life. Our two new bulletins, “Preparing 
For Baby” and “Baby's First Year,” by Dr. Elizabeth Chant 
Robertson, Director of Chatelaine’s Child Health Clinic, will give 
you valuable and easy-to-follow information and help you to 
co-operate with your doctor. 


“PREPARING FOR BABY” 
Service Bulletin No. 601. Price 5 Cents, 


“BABY’'S FIRST YEAR” 
Service Bulletin No. 602. Price 5 Cents. 


Order from 
CHATELAINE SERVICE BULLETIN DEPARTMENT 
481 University Ave., Toronto 2, Ont. 
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ess. Veto is so soft, 
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1 find Veto the most effective 
deodorant I’ve ever used. 
Soft, smooth, creamy, easy to 
apply — Veto checks moisture 
and really stops underarm 
odor. Yes, Veto is definitely 
my ideal deodorant.’ 











Only VETO, No Other 
Deodorant, Contains 

| DURATEX, Exclusive, 
New Safety Ingredient! 
j @ Veto Is different from any deo- 
i 






dorant you've used before. 
@ Veto, and only Veto, contains Dura- 
tex, exclusive new safety ingredient 
. +» perfected by Colgate. 
: @ Does not rot clothes. 
@ Safe for any normal skin. 


{ @ Veto is creamier—spreads and rubs 
i in instantly . . . completely. 









Sold at Drug & Cosmetic Counters 
25¢, 39¢, 59¢ 
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The Amazing Kate Aitken 
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two World Records for high production. 

The whole farm was burgeoning too— 
fruits and vegetables as well as tender 
chickens. It was a logical step for Kate 
to enter the home-canning field for 
profit, and in one year 120,000 jars 
bearing her farm label were sold. 

“Discovery” came swiftly—first, sur- 
prisingly, from a U. S. railroad who 
engaged Mrs. Aitken to teach a group of 
American farm women how to turn out 
miniature jars of jams and jellies for 
their dining cars; and, next, from the 
Ontario Department of Agriculture 
which sent her on lecture and demon- 
stration tours throughout the province, 
once on a mission to Britain. 

She was received by King George V 
in Buckingham Palace, and discussed 
with him whether or not the new Garnet 
wheat developed for the Canadian West 
would be a likely choice for the Royal 
farm. 

Back home in Beeton again, life took 
on a faster tempo. The Aitken farm had 
gone into R.O.P., the government- 
sponsored program for the recording of 
egg production, and there was a con- 
stant stream of visitors to the house on 
the hill. 

But in spite of these successes, the 
depression hit “Sunnybank Farm.” By 
exercising great ingenuity Kate was 
able to make ends meet for a time. Fi- 
nally two disastrous blows struck at 
once: the poultry plant at Beeton burned 
to the ground, and a thousand pedigreed 
birds were stolen. 

Mrs. Aitken seldom mentions the 
Beeton period of her life, into which so 
much energy and so many thousands of 
dollars were invested. 


WHEN KATE began broadcasting 
in 1933, her friends—long used to her 
habit of merging her private and 
public life—settled back resignedly to 
months of sampling prune bread, fruit 
bread, gingerbread, banana bread, and 
anything else that Kate could devise 
which involved cooking with her first 
sponsor’s corn syrup product. 

It was soon evident that Kate was a 
radio find. The loyalty of her audience 
over the years has been a source of envy 
to other people in the craft. And she 
has utilized her talent for hundreds of 
good causes: the handicapped, the 
needy, the emergency of the day. 

Because of her frequent mention of 
“Anne” and “ Mary,” radio listeners feel 
that they know Kate Aitken’s two 
daughters almost as well as they know 
her. At Anne’s wedding a few years ago 
the gallery of a Toronto church was 
crowded with her mother’s radio fans. 


WITH THE reopening of the C.N.E. 
this month, Kate’s organizing genius, 
and her talent for showmanship which 
got its first tryout with Sunday school 
choir work in Beeton years ago, will 
have its biggest opportunity. Her plans 
as Director of Women’s Activities are 
far too ambitious to be contained in the 
Women’s Building; spelling bees and 
square dance carnivals, model grocery 
stores with budget lists, interior furnish- 
ing schemes, beauty and fashion demon- 
strations will spill over into various 
sections. 

When an important feminine visitor 


xk 


arrives to spend a day at the “Ex,” 
Mrs. Aitken will do the honors. She’s 
used to that. Her assistants like to tell 
the story about Kate and Princess 
Juliana of the Netherlands. When the 
Women’s Director heard that the C.N.E 
possessed no private lavatory for 
Royalty (and remembered that Royalty 
in this case was enceinte and might 
require such accommodation during 
a strenuous official visit) she hastily 
moved heaven and earth, got sufficient 
workmen rounded up, had pipes laid 
down at considerable expense, and 
installed a private washroom for the 
Princess. 

Came the great day. Kate dis- 
creetly conveyed the information to a 
lady - in - waiting who whispered to 
H.R.H., who shook her head! 

“Kate was so mad she turned purple!” 
an eyewitness recalls. “And when she 
went striding off down the corridor we 
heard her mutter, ‘Well, if she won’t use 
it, 7 will!’ ” 

This year, because of lack of space, 
there won’t be a Kate Aitken cooking 
school at the C.N.E. Her former audi- 
ences will miss her wit and philosophy 
as well as her recipes. 

She has always held, for instance, that 
“the born cook is a myth.” According 
to the woman whose latest cookbook has 
sold several thousand copies, cooking is 
neither more nor less than an exact 
science, like preparing a chemical 
formula. Kate believes she is the only 
person to have reduced all recipes to 
seven basic groups: white sauce, yeast 
mixtures, plain cake, baking powder 
mixtures, pastry, cornstarch desserts 
and custard mixtures. “If we could give 
Canadian girls a knowledge of these 
seven basic recipes, if we could instill 
in them a reverence for detail so that 
they would realize that a teaspoonful of 
baking powder always raises half a cup 
of flour, and that an egg binds a mixture 
the same today as it did yesterday, then 
we would have a nation of‘ born cooks,’” 
she declares. To drive home her point 
she has been known to go so far as to 
declare, “‘A woman who can measure an 
exact teaspoon of an ingredient is a 
woman to be trusted in public affairs.” 


MORE THAN one of her rivals in press 
and radio have remarked somewhat 
bitterly on Kate Aitken’s extraordinary 
luck in running into stories. She is one 
of those persons, they point out, to 
whom unusual things just naturally 
happen. 

No one was really surprised, therefore, 
when, touring Europe in 1944 at the 
invitation of the British Ministry of 
Food, Kate was fortuitously granted 
transportation in “Berwick,” the plane 
Winston Churchill was accustomed to 
use in his travels. She sat at the great 
man’s desk, ate at his table, and slept in 
his bed. 

“But that plane ride wasn’t as excit- 
ing as the one I had coming back from 
California a couple of months ago,”’ she 
tells friends. “At Los Angeles the nicest 
young man got on and sat down next to 
me. We chatted of this and that all the 
way to Kansas City, and got off the 
plane together great friends, The 
FBI clapped the handcuffs on him the 
moment he showed himself at the air- 
field. 1 found out later that my amiable 
companion was the chap who had 
murdered a woman in Los Angeles a few 
hours earlier.” : 
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Forsaking All Others 


Continued from page 17 


“Now don’t go off half-cocked,” 
pleaded V. J. weakly. “I was only josh- 
ing you. Go, by all means. But for 
heaven’s sake, come back before fall. 
McCreedy couldn’t hold out that long.” 

She stopped at the soda fountain of a 
corner drugstore on her way home for a 
bite to eat. Nibbling at a sandwich, she 
became absorbed in her reflection in the 
mirror behind the busy counterman. 
She resembled a drawing in black and 
white, she thought in dismay. Short 
black curls, pale oval face with large 
white pearls hung on her ears, white 
blouse with a bow under her chin and 
tailored black suit. The only color was 
her lips. This would never do, she 
thought sharply, this taking Aunt Het 
so seriously. It was just some silly 
notion that Mady had pieced together. 

She took a sip of coffee and slid off the 
high stool and made for the telephone 
booth. She should have phoned Bill 
before. Her reluctance to tell him that 
her sister wanted to get married was 
pure foolishness. People were doing it all 
the time. Now she had to tell him. 
Or she would if he had arrived home. 

He had. “Hello, Bill.” 

“ Hello, darling. Does this mean that 
old debbil store has let you off and you’re 
going to have dinner with me tonight?” 

“It doesn’t. And I can’t make the 
theatre with you to- 
morrow evening 


me to drive home with you?” Bill's 
voice had switched instantly from a tone 
of derision to tenderness. 

It always touched her, that under- 
lying concern for her. He might rant 
and fume and jibe, but just let some- 
thing strike her hard and he did an 
about-face as swiftly as the wind. 

“‘Nothing’s wrong, Bill. Except that 
Mady thinks she wants to get married,” 
she made herself say with gaiety. 

Once more Bill resorted to derision. 
“Thank heavens there’s one in the 
family who wants to.” 

“Bill, she’s only 18! Or almost 18.” 

“You can fall in love at six.” 

“It’s too young,” she’d said wearily. 
“Eighteen, I mean.” 

And it is too young, she repeated now 
with added conviction, as she sat in her 
roadster, with the warm air soft against 
her face and clinging to her lashes so that 
she looked out upon an iridescent night. 
A girl of 18 mistakes the beauty of 
emotion that springs up within her for 
a candle lighted by another and gives it 
the name of love. She believes the glow 
it gives off will illuminate her world 
forever and ever. Then one day she 
awakens to discover that it hasn’t, for 
it wasn’t an actual light, merely a 
reflection of one. Didn’t she know? 

But she hadn’t driven all that way in 
order to recapture cruel and searing 
memory; it was to help Mady plan her 
life sensibly. And she might as well 
get on with that, Darcy decided re- 

luctantly, and 
moved her foot over 


either.” to the gas. She 

Bill’s voice  siz- PORTIC LICENSE drove slowly until 
zled. “Damn that By W. B. McCUTCHEON she came to a fami- 
store.” The sizzle liar driveway where 
wore out, a burned * she turned in. She 


weariness remained. 
“Darcy, why don’t 


you tell it to junip the metre 
in the i and eierice 
marry me? 


That was why she 
had hesitated to 
phone him. She'd 
known he would 
skim over Mady’s 
heart to scratch at 
her own. And here 
he had done it with- 
out her so much as 
mentioning Mady or 
Mady’s intentions. 

She had known Bill exactly five 
months, two weeks, and seven minutes 
when she told him she wasn’t interested 
in marriage. 

“What a heck of a prospect to look 
forward to, friendship,” he’d muttered, 
his long legs restlessly covering her 
shaggy grey living room rug. “Two 
perfectly normal people, crazy about 
each other—” 

For three years he had kept coming 
back. Yet it was in the cards that some- 
time he wouldn’t. You could hardly 
expect a man to continue forever this 
neither-fish-nor-fowl existence, not a 
man as restless and charming and down- 
right attractive as Bill. But if she had 
given in and married him, why by now 
they might not even be friends! 

“Darcy, are you still there? Don’t 
you like me damning your store?” he 
said mockingly. 

She hurriedly returned to the moment. 
“You can say what you want about it. 
But — it isn’t the store this time. It’s 
Aunt Het. She phoned this morning—” 

“Anything wrong, darling? Want 


know 
I'm a poet 


scan 


a partisan. 


In my rhyming I have trouble with 
And I've just found out the reason 
It's because I've never bought the 
proper license, 
A poetic license so the world will 
When I hang it on the wall, that 
And even though my writing doesn't 
I can wear long hair, be dreamy- 


eyed in springtime, 
Be of love, birds, bees and flowers, 


eased her long car 
into the garage. 
Mady’s red coupé 
was still out, so she 
left the garage door 
open. 5 

A ribbon of light 
flared from the kit- 
chen window. The 
fragrance of coffee 
came sifting into the 
air. The second she 
reached the top step 
of the back porch 
the door was flung 
wide, and corpulent 
black-skinned Lubelia filled the aperture. 

“Evenin’, honey. I knewed it was 
you the moment I heard that sweet 
purr. Mady jest pushes the night 
away .. . Coffee and sandwiches all 
ready for you, honey,” grinned Lubella. 

“Lubella, you angel! How'd you 
know I’d be famished when I got here?” 
cried Darcy, giving her a big squeeze. 

“How’d I know. Hee-hee. Ain’t you 
usually?” asked Lubella. She added 
sombrely: “You’ aunty is waitin’ for 
you in the little sitting room. She’s 
kind of done in.” 

Darcy went through the kitchen to 
find her. A cozy flame snuggled in 
the fireplace and beside it sat Aunt Het 
in the old rocker, with a book lying face 
up in her lap. Aunt Het was 62, white- 
haired, blandly blue-eyed and round. 
Her eyes lit up as Darcy entered. 

“I’m so glad you’ve got here,” she 
said tremblingly. 

Darcy bent to kiss the smooth cheek. 
“T got here as soon as I could without 
breaking too many traffic rules.” She 
pulled the chintz hassock over close. 
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After 7 


This is a picture, same magnifica- 
tion, of the Athlete’s Foot organisms, 
after contact with Absorbine Jr. See 
how this parasitic growth has wilted 
and died. No longer can it irritate 
delicate nerve endings and cause 
that maddening “itchiness” and ex- 
cruciating pain! 


Cracks warn of danger 


Warmth and excessive per- 
spiration between your toes 
invite Athlete’s Foot! This 
common summer condition 
irritates the tender skin often 
to the point where it cracks 
and flakes away in moist 
shreds. Then the ever-present 
organisms which are the 
cause of Athlete’s Foot, mul- 
tiply and attack the raw flesh 
through the open cracks! 
Every step is agony! 


Drench those cracks 


Apply Absorbine Jr., full 
strength, night and morning, 
at the first sign of cracked 
skin between the toes. It 
kills the Athlete’s Foot or- 
ganisms on contact. To guard 
against re-infection: Don’t 
share towels or bath mats. 
‘Boil socks at least 15 min- 
utes to kill the organisms. 
Disinfect your shoes. In ad- 
vanced cases consult your 
physician, 


Before 


This picture, magnified hundreds of 
times, of the parasitic growth which 
causes Athlete’s Foot was made 
before contact with Absorbine Jr. 
This growth lives on stale perspira- 
tion products and dead skin. . . the 
real cause of the pain and misery of 
Athlete’s Foot, 


Absorbine Jr. also benefits you four other important ways: 

1. It dries the skin between the toes, discouraging 
future attacks of Athlete’s Foot. 

2. It dissolves the perspiration products on which 
Athlete’s Foot organisms thrive. 

3. It cleanses and helps heal broken tissue. 

4. It relieves itching and pain of Athlete’s Foot. 










Daily hygiene! You can help ward off Athlete’s Foot 
by applying Absorbine Jr. to your feet every day! Cool- 
ing and refreshing after bathing. Absorbine Jr. has also 
been famous for more than 50 years for relieving sore 
aching muscles. At all drugstores. $1.25 a bottle. 

W. F. Young, Inc., Lyman House, Montreal. 
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CANADA’S FINEST 
CIGARETTE 


Memorics came pushing against her 
mind, memories of the many times Aunt 
Het and she had sat like this. The first 
time, seven years ago, they had been 
grief-stricken; word had just reached 
them of her parents’ crashing in the car. 
As if their deaths weren’t sorrow enough 
there was still the job of telling Mady, 
who was 11—clinging and imaginative. 

After the funeral they sat here again, 
wrapped in their heartache, unable yet 
to comprehend the change that had 
come into their lives. Aunt Het broke 
the silence by calmly offering to take 
charge of Mady and the house. 

“You have your job in thecity, Darcy. 
Life is ahead of you there. I—need only 
to close a house.” 

“Oh, Aunt Het, your full busy life 
there!” She hadn’t been able to go on; 
she bit her lips to steady them. 

“It’s settled then,” said Aunt Het 
patly. “Unless .. . you feel you want to 
take Mady with you and Brick.” 

“Oh, no,” she’d answered swiftly. 
Too swiftly, she realized, and kept her 
gaze fastened upon the fireplace lest 
she meet Aunt Het’s wise blue eyes and 
give her secret away. It couldn’t remain 
a secret much longer though. Four 
months married, she knew her marriage 
to Brick Harrison to be a ghastly 
mistake. He was gay and pleasant and 
unstable, as generous at gambling with 
her money as his own, then coming 
penitently to her for more. 

They sat here again, several months 
later, when she told Aunt Het she was 
going to get a divorce. 

“You've only been married a year,” 
protested Aunt Het. 

“I could have told you 10 months ago.” 

“Oh, Darcy, you’re too young to have 
been disappointed like this,” fretted 
Aunt Het. 

“I was disappointed before.” 

“That was different. You weren’t 
married to Don Winslow.” 

No, she’d only loved him. With every 
beat of her heart. 


AND NOW Aunt Het and she were 
sitting here once more in silent compan- 
ionship and anxiety, gathering strength 
one from the other. After a moment of 
this Aunt Het stirred the silence into 
whirring particles of fear. “I didn’t tell 
you the worst, Darcy.” 

“She’s married?” cried Darcy sharply. 

Aunt Het shook her head. “It’s worse. 
She wants to go to Africa with him. 
She doesn’t know a soul in Africa,” said 
Aunt Het, beginning to cry. 

Darcy patted her aunt’s trembling 
hand. “Darling, don’t cry. She isn’t 
married yet. Tell me who the man is.” 

“Oh, it’s somebody named Phillip 
Quantrell. He works over at the power 
plant. He’s an engineer and he comes 
from the west. He’s nice enough. But, 
Darcy, he’s 10 years older than she is!”’ 

There was the sound of a car shooting 
along the road and spinning on a dime 
as it turned into the driveway. 

Aunt Het dabbed at her eyes with her 
handkerchief, then blew her nose. “She’s 
been to the movies with him. I wish she 
wouldn’t drive alone at night.” 

“Doesn’t he have a car?” 
Darcy idly. 

“What's he want a car for? He just 
came from somewhere and now he’s 
going to Africa,” snorted Aunt Het. 

They heard Mady’s fresh young voice 
in the kitchen. A second later she came 
rushing into the room, her lovely face 
suffused with happiness. 


asked 


“Darcy. I couldn’t believe it when | 
saw your car in the garage. Oh, Aunt 
Het, isn’t it sweet to have her home 
now?” 

“Very sweet,” concurred Aunt Het 
dryly. 

“Here, let me look at you,” said Darcy 
with a fond smile. “‘ Let me see whether 
you've outgrown the poodle stage yet.” 

“T was never a poodle, let me hasten 
to remind you, my dear sister,” said 
Mady fliply, flopping on the floor across 
from her aunt and sister. 

No, she never was, thought Darcy, 
watching Mady shake back her blond 
mane that fell straight to the shoulders 
and curled under at the ends. She was 
more like a birch sapling, pliant in the 
breeze, welcoming its persuasions. 

Lubella, coming in with a tray, inter- 
rupted Darcy’s thoughts. 

“I came just in time, didn’t 1?” 
remarked Mady, crawling over on her 
knees to look upon the tray. 

“Maybe you did and maybe I had 
somethin’ to do with it myself,” said 
Lubella, waddling out of the room. 

How often they had enjoyed snacks 
at this fireplace, the three of them, 
remembered Darcy, a lump coming up in 
her throat. They were a triumvirate 
then and could sail over a lake of 
problem, whatever it was. Now there 
was a division among them. 

“You won’t mind if I go up now, will 
you, Darcy?” said Aunt Het wearily, 
getting to her feet. “I’m a little tired.” 

Both girls watched the elderly woman 
walk from the room. The jauntiness was 
gone from her carriage, the spring from 
her heart. Oh, why, thought Darcy, 
with a little sickening feeling, must age 
be so vulnerable? Her eyes met Mady’s. 

Mady’s tossed aside their pity and 
filled us with challenge and decision. 

A tension and a sense of conflict sud- 
denly sprang up between the two sisters. 
It began to beat, like a flail, against 
Darcy. They could never talk easily and 
naturally now, she realized. 

“T think I’ll go up to bed myself,” 
she decided abruptly. 

Mady looked up incredulously. “ Mean 
you don’t want to talk?” she demanded. 

“T want to but I can’t. Too sleepy. 
Aren’t we the sissies, Aunt Het and 1?” 

“Going to stay a few days, Darcy?” 
Mady called after her warily. 

““A few days,” answered Darcy in a 
matching tone, and mounted the stairs 
to her old room. 


SHE BREAKFASTED next morning 
with Aunt Het who had perked up since 
the arrival of reinforcements. Around 
ten-thirty she phoned the store and 
was reassured by Miss McCreedy that 
everything was going along just dandy, 
thank you. By that time Mady had 
managed to shower and comb her 
mane, to slide into slacks and a red 
turtle-necked sweater, and to get down- 
stairs. Darcy had a second cup of 
coffee with her as they exchanged chit- 
chat about the people they knew. Then 
the two of them set out for a walk along 
the shore as they always did when Darcy 
came back. 

The air had the suggestion of early 
fall in it; but the sun was warm and 
turned the water into silver sheen. They 
walked leisurely to their favorite spot: a 
rocky promontory above the beach. 
Mady hunted out some pebbles and 
stood, tossing them into the moving 
water below. 

Darcy gave her a slanting look. There 
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was a certain withdrawal in Mady’s 
manner this morning, as if overnight her 
loyalty had struggled and then con- 
quered, remaining on the other side. 
When she had emptied her fistful of 
stones she turned with a wry smile. 

“Aunt Het told you about Phillip, I 
suppose?” 

“Ves,” 

“Heck, why didn’t you congratulate 
me then? She told you that we wanted 
to be married next Friday too, I 
suppose?” 

“Yes,” replied Darcy. 

“Well?” 

Darcy kept watching the incoming 
tide as it brushed against the rocks, 
dashing its strength futilely. “I wish I 
could answer you as simply as you put 
that question, darling,” she said, shift- 
ing her gaze to Mady. 

“You could,” retorted Mady coolly. 
“You could say ‘Bless you, my child’— 
meaning that you are with me. Or you 
could be against me,” she added tightly. 

Darcy cried out at that. “Oh, Mady, 
I’m never against you! You know that.” 
She sighed and chose her next words 
carefully. “But this is an important step 
you want to take. You've got to be 
sure it’s right because it’s something 
you’re deciding for keeps.” 

“You didn’t,” Mady reminded her. 

Mady’s unimpassioned logic was like 
chilling water splashed in her face. 
Well, she could be equally unimpas- 
sioned, thought Darcy. “That’s why I 
want you to be. I know what it means 
to be hurt and disillusioned.” 

Mady tossed her show of bravado 
overboard. “Darcy, do this for me: 
don’t make up your mind until you’ve 
scen Phillip and me together for a few 
days,” she pleaded earnestly, her eyes 
dark with emotion. “If you do that 
you'll know that we belong together.” 

Darcy felt pity well up in her. It was 
such an outworn fallacy that two people 
could look as if they belonged together 
for a lifetime when actually it took the 
conflict of day in and day out to prove 
that. But she kept silent and let Mady 
breeze along. 

“Tf after knowing Phillip and seeing us 
together you still don’t agree it’s right 
for us I’ll — listen to you. I don’t say 
] won’t marry him,” she added cauti- 
ously. “But at least you'll have the 
satisfaction of knowing you did what 
you could,” she grinned. 

“That’s fair enough,” smiled Darcy, 
relieved that their talk had taken this 
turn. 

Mady fished around for more pebbles 
and returned to her occupation of idly 
casting them into the flowing water. “I 
wish you had someone like Phillip,” 
she said softly after a while. 

A twinge of pain shot through Darcy. 
I hare, she thought. Only, what fun is it 
when you know that love contains more 
barbs and brambles than blossoms? 


PHILLIP APPEARED in the after- 
noon. “To meet you,” explained Mady 
frankly, her face glowing like a lighted 
candle. “We can’t lose any more time, 
you know.” 

Phillip’s mouth curved into a smile. 
““Mady’s so subtle,” he remarked to 
Darcy. 

Darcy found herself instantly liking 
the clean-cut strength of him, his slow 
and tolerant smile, the way his dark 
hair slid back from his high forehead, his 
direct grey gaze. She liked him until 
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| she remembered that Don Winslow had 

had the same kind of charm and good 
looks and it hadn’t prevented her heart 
from loving him at 18 and breaking at 
18 and a half. 

Three abreast they walked along the 
shore into the sun. The wind had come 
up and it danced across their faces. 
Mady, between Darcy and Phillip, ex- 
claimed happily: “‘Oh, this is nice!” 

“The wind?” teased Phillip. 

“Us three together,” replied Mady, 
her voice suddenly uneven. 

The two people dearest to Mady’s 
heart, translated Darcy poignantly, and 
unconsciously glanced over Mady’s 
wind-tossed head to Phillip. She found 
his eyes filled with the same tender 
thought. His reaction touched her. She 
mustn’t hold it against them just be- 
cause her own love affair at 18 went 
into a tailspin, she told herself. 

“What are your objections to Mady 
marrying me?” asked Phillip with dis- 
arming frankness as they walked along. 

Darcy felt a twinge of dismay at being 
put on the spot so soon. Yet, as Mady 
had said only this morning, they had so 
little time they had to fire their broad- 
sides. “‘ Well, she’s young. She won’t be 
18 till next Friday,” she said pleasantly. 

“We ought to take you home, child, 
while we discuss this weighty matter,” 
Phillip said lightly to Mady. 

Mady tossed her mane scornfully. 
“Ha,” she murmured. 

“That means she dares me to,” 
Phillip interpreted for Darcy’s benefit. 

“It means nothing of the sort,” de- 
clared Mady. “If you can’t understand 
Senegalese any better than that I don’t 
know whether I feel like trusting myself 
with you in Africa.” 

“We aren’t going to Senegal,” Phillip 
pointed out. 

“Well, wherever it is that we're 
going. And whatever it is that they 
speak there.” 

How quickly they had become en- 
grossed with each other, thought Darcy. 
She suddenly felt lonely. Which was 
quite silly, she reprimanded herself 
sharply; Mady’sand Phillip’s absorption 
in each other should not be allowed to 
alter her mood one way or the other. 
She looked across the inlet to a strip of 
houses that had a bedraggled air now 
that the tide was out. Her mind refused 
to find interest there; it kept retreating 
to the idea of an island composed of two 
people and how secure, against the 
buffeting winds of discord and the 
pounding of the sea of loneliness, such an 
island would be. But Phillip had spoken, 
she realized; she hadn’t caught his words. 

“T’m sorry,” she murmured apologeti- 
cally. “I must have been wool gathering. 
I didn’t hear—” 

“But that was precisely what I said 
to you,” he smiled. 

“Well, now that you have got that 
settled,” put in Mady contentedly; 
and then she laughed. It was a sweet 
sound. “My, we've settled a lot on this 
walk, haven’t we?” 

“What, for instance?” asked Phillip 
laconically. 

“Why—us, foolish.” Phillip making 
no answer to her, Mady turned swiftly 
to Darcy for confirmation. ‘‘We have, 
haven’t we? I mean, now that you’ve 
seen Phillip—and me The glow re- 
ceded from her face. 

It was like day ending without a 
setting sun, thought Darcy. 

“Let’s go back,” said Mady in a small 
voice. 


Darcy left the two of them on the 


front porch and went in to see Aunt 
Het. The store had tried twice to get 
her, said Aunt Het, at the same time 
trying to read her niece’s expression. 
Darcy kept her eyes averted as she 
shook off her coat. She tossed it to a 
chair and hurried to the phone in the 
hall. After a slight delay she got her 
connection and listened to a dull report 
of the day’s activities. Why Miss 
McCreedy felt it necessary to take time 
off for that, she thought a little im- 
patiently. She turned from the phone to 
find Phillip hunched on the hall steps 
and regarding her urbanely. 

““Mady went up to her room,” he 
volunteered; then his voice gathered 
decision. “Get your coat on, will you, 
Darcy? Let’s you and I talk this over by 
ourselves.” 


WITHOUT A word she fetched her 
coat from the other room; and Phillip 
helped her into it. As if by mutual con- 
sent they made for the promontory. The 
wind had left the inlet and now a thin, 
pale scythe was beginning to appear in a 
corner of the sky. The quietness of the 
scene communicated itself to Darcy; she 
found no words until she sat down on the 
rocks and Phillip had given her a cig- 
arette and had asked her gravely: 
“What have you got against 18, Darcy?” 

“Nothing,” she said then, “except 
that it spins dreams out of such gossamer 
stuff that they don’t last.” 

“Isn’t that better than not spinning 
dreams at all?” asked Phillip, going 
along with her drift. 

“Not when they leave horrible 
memories and scars that are slow to 
heal, if ever.” She turned a serious 
countenance to Phillip. ‘“That’s the 
part I don’t want Mady to have to 
experience. Naturally I want her to 
have love, but to be sure about it 
beforehand.” 

“We're sure,” said Phillip quietly. 

Darcy looked into the distance, no 
longer conscious of the opposite shore. 

“I thought I was too, once,” she said 
quietly. 

“Want to tell me what made you 
change your mind about it?” said 
Phillip carelessly. 

Darcy aimed her cigarette at a 
cluster of grey rocks. “My parents 
thought I was too young and they asked 
me to wait. I—was glad, later, that I 
did. He was killed in an accident with 
the town’s bad girl.” Resentment rose 
up in her as it always did when she 
thought of the manner of Don’s passing. 

“Would you have felt better if it had 
been one of your best friends, Darcy?” 

“Phillip, the town tramp,” she pro- 
tested, with loathing in her voice. 
“Couldn’t there have been anyone else 
for him to turn to?” 

Phillip shrugged. “Men and women 
never look at those things from the same 
viewpoint, Darcy. You see, sometimes, 
a woman like that can give compassion 
and understanding. Or he might have 
been giving the lady a lift home.” 

So there might have been extenuating 
circumstances, mused Darcy, watching 
a motorboat cut the water and churn 
up a ribbon of foam. Strange that no one 
ever broached the possibility of them 
before. It would have helped at the 
time if they had. A gentle feeling of pity 
began to rise within her. It wasalmostas 
if she were placing a wreath upon 
Don’s grave, she thought. 

Phillip’s voice took on a slight quality 
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“Hello there, girl... 


of apology. “Of course I don’t know 
what kind of a fellow he was, Darcy.” 

His voice startled her out of her 

reverie. She came back to the moment's 
problem: what did she have against 18? 
“After Don there was a marriage that 
was a total flop,” she said bitterly. 
_ “Hasn't anyone ever told you that it 
isn’t the mistakes we avoid that give us 
strength, but how we come through the 
ones we make?” he said with his slow 
smile. 

A little shiver shot through her. It 
wasn’t the cold that caused it but the 
feeling that much time had been wasted. 

“You're getting cold. I’d better take 
you back healthy or Mady will have 
my life.”’ 

They walked back to the house slowly 
and silently. When they entered it was 
just as quiet and hushed inside as it had 
been outside. “Sounds as if the army 
had broken camp,” murmured Darcy 
lightly, slipping out of her coat. 

A whisper came from the kitchen. 
“Darcy... Phillip.” It was Aunt Het’s 
voice cramped with tension. 


THEY FOUND Lubella, grey and help- 
less, with her eyes closed, stretched out 
on the floor. Pillows were piled under 
her feet and Aunt Het and Mady were 
on their knees beside her. 

“What is it—what happened?” gasped 
Darcy. 

“I don’t know how it happened,” 
said Aunt Het weakly. “All I know is 
that Lubella gave a_blood-curdling 
scream and we came running, Mady and 
I. There was Lubella screeching her 
head off, with the blood spurting like a 
geyser from her wrist. It was terrible.” 

“Why didn’t you call us?” asked 
Darcy. 

“There wasn’t time. I kept doing the 
things Mady told me to do while she 
applied a tourniquet. Oh, Darcy, the 
child was wonderful.” There was the 
sound of car wheels. “Dr. Jim, thank 
God,” fluttered Aunt Het. 

Darcy hurried to open the.door. Dr. 
James Thorne, grey and kindly, said: 
where’s_ the 
patient, Het?” 

“Lubella’s in the 
couldn’t move her.” 

Mutely, Phillip and Darcy watched 
them go, watched the door close behind 
them. Phillip said consolingly: “We'd 
only be in the way,” and settled himself 
on the third step of the stairway. 

Darcy hunched on the edge of the 
crewel chair. She felt helpless and inade- 
quate. It was a new and unaccustomed 
feeling for her, for in the store she was 
the very capable Miss Buckland who 
moved mountains in the name of beauty 
and salesmanship. 

A picture began focusing in her mind. 
It was the picture of Mady, her face 
pale and unsmiling, her hazel eyes grave 
and intent, her blond hair pushed back 
over her ears, as she knelt at Lubella’s 
side. How coolly and expertly she had 
functioned, this little sister of hers whom 
she had come home to protect from 
youthful folly! 

Dr. Thorne lumbered back into the 
room. “It was a nasty cut, but now 
it is fright more than anything else. It 
might have been a different story 
though if Mady hadn’t known what to 
do. She’s a smart young ’un.” 

In a little while Mady came breezing 
down the stairs. So young and lovely, 
thought Darcy. So capable. So wise. 

“We got Lubella up to her room and 


kitchen. We 





into bed. She’s to rest and be quiet and 
she'll be as good as new tomorrow, says 
Dr. Jim,” smiled Mady. 

Darcy crossed the hall, and started 
up the stairs. “Why don’t you and 
Phillip go out for dinner, darling? You 
won’t have many more days to do that 
here. I'll take good care of Aunt Het 
and Lubella for you.” 

“Oh, Darcy, do you mean that?” 
breathed Mady, a catch in her voice. 

Darcy turned. Mady, standing within 
the circle of Phillip’s arms, looked like 
a little girl on Christmas morning, with 
joy shining on her eyelashes. “1 mean 
it,” she said softly. 

And that was—that, thought Darcy 
as she mounted the staircase. What 
made her change her mind about Mady’s 
marriage? she wondered as she slid her 
hand along the smooth wood of the 
banister. Could it have been Mady’s 
reaction to emergency? But that might 
have been merely automatic response to 
something Mady had learned in a first- 
aid course. What difference the reason? 
The die was cast now, and she was glad, 
she realized, pushing open the door to 
her room. 

How very fortunate Mady was, 
she thought unevenly, to know only 
one love. Mady would never need 
to remember: Don closed his eyes when 
he kissed me... Brick used to stir his 
coffee till 1 thought I’d scream. 

Bill ought to have Mady’s kind of girl 
for his wife. Not one who ‘had lived 
intimately with disillusionment and 
bitterness and who has wrapped cotton 
batting around her heart in order to 
protect it. She was going to tell Bill that 
when she returned. 

“Phone for you, Darcy,” Mady’s 
happy voice skimmed up the stairs. 


MADY WAS waiting for her at the foot 
of the stairs, lovely in black, and hap- 
piness. “‘It’s a man,” she said impres- 
sively and watched the effect. 

Bill, thought Darcy. Then, he needn’t 
have rushed her decision like this, she 
added resentfully. Which was silly, of 
course, since he didn’t even know her 
decision. 

“This is a deep and beguiling voice,” 
said Mady smugly, hovering about. 

‘All my men have deep and beguiling 
voices,” said Darcy. 

Mady grinned. “Oh, well, if you want 
to be like that, don’t give then. Come 
along, Phillip, we won’t even give her the 
satisfaction of listening.” 

Darcy regretted her flip words, “All 
my men.” It had a cheap and scarlet 
flavor and was too close to the truth to 
be humorous. Picking up the phone, 
she glanced over her shoulder to Phillip 
and Mady who were going out the door. 
““Have a good time, darling,” she called. 

“How can I?” demanded Bill ag- 
grievedly in her ear. His voice softened. 
“Sweet, I miss you like the devil. 
Even if I don’t see you every night and 
that darn store does consume all your 
time and attention and I get what’s left, 
I at least know you’re within 15 
minutes’ throw.” 

I'll never be able to tell him I’m going 
to give him up, she thought miserably. 
He'll argue, even if it is for his own 
good. Where will I get if he argues? 
Perhaps if I just let it peter out un- 
beautifully— 

“Darcy!” 

“Your three minutes are up, sir,” 
interrupted an operator. “Do you wish 
to talk longer, sir?” 
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“T wish to talk to that party for the 
rest of my life,” declared Bill. 

““Go ahead, sir,” sang the operator. 

“Thanks. I knew you'd see it that 
way,” murmured Bill. “Darcy? Now 
tell me when you're coming home,” he 
demanded. 

“Soon,” she whispered, with an effort. 

“Lord, you’re loquacious. Is Mady 
going to be married?” At Darcy’s 
monosyllabic reply he exclaimed: “Good 
girl. 1 hoped you’d see it that way.” 

“There was nothing else to do. I’ll— 
tell you about it when I get back.” 


IT WAS a simple family wedding. After 
the ceremony Lubella served wine and 
ribbon sandwiches. Dr. Searle, the old 
minister, left after that. 

Then it was time for Phillip and Mady 
to leave. 

Mady rushed down the stairs, and 
into Darcy’s arms. “‘Oh, Darcy, you've 
been the best sister a girl ever had! 
Thank you for all you’ve done for me 
most of all for this. I couldn’t have 
lived without him,” she added tremu- 
lously. 

Darcy looked into her sister’s solemn, 
tear-studded eyes. You could have, but 
it wouldn’t have been much fun, she 
thought. To Mady she said lightly: 
“Of course you couldn’t. I saw that 
right off.” 

The three women followed the newly 
married couple out to the porch, with 
everyone talking at once. They watched 
Phillip bundle suitcases and bags into 
the trunk of Mady’s red coupé, help her 
in, and turn to salute them. Then the 
coupé backed out of the driveway, swung 
into the road and disappeared into the 
dusk. 

Aunt Het and Darcy took their ac- 
customed places at the fireside. It was 
like old times, thought Darcy a little 
unsteadily. Nothing had changed, and 
yet, paradoxically, everything had. 

“It was a sweet wedding,” murmured 
Aunt Het, picking her way around to 
find solace and comfort. 

“Very sweet,” agreed Darcy tightly, 
staring at her locked hands. 

There was a pause; Aunt Het nibbled 
at the fringe of it, like a kitten. “I wonder 
why they put that awful phrase in a 
beautiful marriage service. ‘Forsaking 
all others.’ It has such a malevolent 
sound,” murmured Aunt Het ag- 
grievedly. “‘Mady could go to Africa 
just as well without promising to forsake 
all—” 

Aunt Het’s voice travelled on, but 
without Darcy accompanying her. For 
words began banging against Darcy’s 
heart and her intelligence. ‘‘Forsaking 
all others.” Couldn’t that mean to 
forsake memories, as well as people? 
Memories that racked and tormented, 
that clung to your heart like termites, 
sucking its peace and equilibrium? Of 
course it could. 

Why, she could promise that! She 
couldn’t have last week, or even yester- 
day. But today the bitterness attached 
to her experiences was gone, she 
realized, deliberately probing as if with 
a knife. Something fine had taken the 
place of the bitterness; a deep apprecia- 
tion for the giving and receiving of 
love. She could even be glad for the 
path her life had taken. Hadn’t it led to 
Bill? Forsaking al! others— oh, Bill, I 
can promise you that now and keep my 
promise, she thought, as a tear slid down 
her cheek. 

# Continued on page 60 
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A good salad dressing makes the salad 
and pure mustard “makes” the dress- 
ing. Here is a recipe that your family 
will enjoy day after day. As Mrs. Hill 
says, it goes particularly well with 
Salmon Salad. 


MRS. HILL’S SALAD DRESSING 


yf tbsp. flour 3 eggs, beaten 
2 cup sugar 
5 tap, dry mustard . tbsp. butter 
1 tsp. salt V4 cup cold water 

dash of cayenne % cup vinegor 
Combine the dry ingredients and beat in the 
eges. Add the butter, water and vinegar and 
cook in a double boiler, stirring constantly 
until thickened. 
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BREAKFAST 
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Cereal 
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Chilled Cantaloupe 
Cereal 


Creamy Eggs on Toast 
Coffee Tea 
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Stewed Plums 
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Toast 


Jelly 
Coffee Tea 
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Toasted Scones 
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ee Tea 


Grapefruit Juice 
Cereal 
Soft-cooked Eggs 
Toast 
Coffee Tea 
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cae Sections 
Poached Eggs on Toast 
Coffee 











Tea 

Cereal with Sliced Peaches 

Bran Muffins Honey 
Coffee Tea 
Plum Juice 

Toast Jam 

Coffee Cocoa 
Vegetable Juice 
Cereal 

Toast Jelly 

Coffee Tea 





Grapefruit Halves 





Cereal 
Toasted Scones Jam 
Coffee Tea 
Sliced Oranges 
Soft-cooked ’ 
Toasted Cinnamon Buns 
Jelly 
Coffee Tea 
Grapefruit Juice 
ereal 
Toast Peach Conserve 
2 Tea 
Blueberries and Cream 
Cereal 
Toast Jam 


Coffee 


Meals of the Month 


AUGUST 


LUNCHEON or SUPPER DINNER 
Raw Vegetable Salad Steamed Codfish 
Toasted Cheese Rolls Mushroom Soup Sauce 
Cornstarch Molds with Fruit | New Potatoes Green Beans 
Sauce Chilled Watermelon 
Tea Cocoa Cupcakes 
7s ee Tea 
Creamed Fish on Toast - 
(leftover) Braised Oxtails 
Sliced Tomatoes and Cucumbers Parsley Potatoes 
Green Applesauce Cookies New Peas 
Fruit Punch or Deep Berry Pie 
Chocolate Milk Coffee Tea 


Cream of Cucumber Soup 
Fresh Fruit Salad | 
Whipped Cream Dressing 5 
Hot Rolls or Muffins Browned Potatoes Cauliflower 
Chocolate Jelly Roll Ice Cream Butterscotch Sauce 

ea Cocoa Coffee Tea 


Fresh Spinach and Garden Salad Soup 


Poti Epson Brown | me Pct 
‘oas' 
Fruit Tarts_ uttered Carrots 


Fresh Plum Tapioca 
Coffee Tea 


Roast Lamb Shoulder 
Fresh Mint Sauce 


Tea 
Casserole of Macaroni and Vegetable Plate 
- (Cauliflower with Curry Sauce 
Shredded Lettuce Salad Baked Tomatoes, feeder 
Berries with Cream Potato Balls, Green Beans) 
Cookies Apple Batter Pudding 
Tea Cocoa Coffee Tea 


one ens See Meat Loaf 
utter les Creamed Potatoes 
Carrot and Celery Sticks Swiss Chard 


Whipped Lemon a Jelly 
Tea Cocoa 
Cold Meat Loaf 


Scalloped Potatoes 
Cabbage and Green Pepper or 


Cantaloupe with Lime Wedges 
Coffee Tea 





Veal Stew with Dumplings 
Minted Green Peas 





Pimento Salad Sliced Beets 
Peaches and Cream Coffee Spanish Cream 
cae) Cee. Coffee Tea 
~ Open-face Grilled Sardine Oven-fried Whitefish 
Sandwich Tartare Sauce 
Lemon Slices Parsley Potatoes 
Mixed Greens Green Beans 
Caramel Cup Custard Fresh Peach Cris; 
___Tea Cocoa Coffee ea 
Baked | Peppers Stuffed with Mixed Grill 
eftover Fish (Sausa: Kidneys and Bacon) 
Creole Sauce Scailoped ‘lotatoes 
Tossed Salad 
Grape Whip saaikaet Shortcake 
Tea_ Coffee Tea 
i Jellied Bouillon 
Garden Vegetable Casserole} noose of Beef Horseradish 


Wholewheat Muffins 

Fruit Dessert Salad 

with Cheese Wedges 
Cocoa 


New Potatoes Summer Squash 
Meringue Nests 
Stewed Cherry Filling 


ee) ee Iced Coffee or Tea 
~~ Cold Roast Beef 
Savory Omelet 
Lettuce and Tomato Wedges Raw ‘inet Potatoes 
French Dressing Peas and Onion R 
Chocolate Rennet Custard Black Currant er 
Tea Cocoa Coffee Tea 


Baked Stuffed Tomatoes 
Potato and Cucumber Salad 








Consommé 
Filled Cheese Noodle Ring 
Coleslaw 





Brown Rolls 
Fruit Cup Cookies | Gingerbread Whipped Cream 
Tea Cocoa Coffee 
Veal Birds 
Cheese Toast Riced Potatoes 
Vegetable Combination Salad | Cabbage Sour Cream Sauce 
Fruit Tarts Half Cantaloupe with 
Tea Berry Filling 
ve eae Coffee Tea 
oe Baked Stuffed Heart 
Orange Salad Au Gratin Potatoes 
Hot Biscuits = to 
La ey Custard Sauce Coffee Tea 
Creamed Eggsand Green Pepper severe 
a Spaghetti 
Potato Chips Welsh Rarebit Sauce 
Lettuce Slices with Cucumber | Green Beans Sliced Tomatoes 
Green Applesauce Cookies Nut Butterscotch pe 
‘ea 


Tea Cocoa Coffee 


Assorted Toasted Sandwiches 
Coleslaw with Green Pepper 
Slices 
Melon Wedges 
Cinnamon Buns 
Tea Cocoa 
Beef and Noodle Broth 
Jellied Vegetable Molds 
Potato and Radish Salad 
Lemon Tarts 


Minced Steak Patties 
Mashed Potatoes 
Minted Carrots 
Chilled Baked Custard 
—_ Fruit baa 


Melon Ball Cocktail 
Fried Chicken 
Creamed Potatoes Green Peas 
Sponge Ring with Fresh Peach 


Fruit Punch or Iced Milk Drink| Coffee "Tea 
Diced Chicken-Stuffed Mock Duck 
Tomatoes Ketchup 
Watercress Radishes Baked Potatoes 
Green Apple Crisp Buttered Beet Greens 
(serve warm) Lime Snow Custard Sauce 
Tea Socoa ‘Coffee Tea 
Scrambled Fees Boiled Fresh Salmon 
Creole Lettuce Wedges Tartare Sauce 
Tomato French Dressing Parsley Potato Balls 
Fresh Peaches Cookies Creamed Cauliflower 
Tea Cocoa Chilled Lemon Pudding 


Coffee Tea 


Iresscewre 





Planning Session 


ONE rainy day, in early summer, a 
photographer’ caught several members of 
the staff of Chatelaine Institute in a typical 
planning session. The subject: “Meals of 
the Month” for August. Jacqueline Roy 
(left) and Jane Monteith (behind the desk) 
are tasting a dish of fresh plum tapioca 
just brought in, from its third testing, by 
Noni Sampson. (You'll find recipe below.) 

The “Meals of the Month” represent a 
lot of concentrated co-operative effort: 
Lists of the Institute’s favorite recipes are 
combed for ideas, new dishes are tested, 
and cross-country reports of food supplies 
studied. 

The meals are planned to include foods 
that are in season and therefore reasonable 


Serarons.t 


BREAKFAST 

















Grape Juice with Lemon 
Bran Muffins Marmalade 
Coffee Tea 





LUNCHEON or SUPPER 
Fresh Corn on 






Orange Juice Salmon and Cel Sausage Pinwheel 
l Finger Gey — Mashed Potatoes 
a Eggs Vanilla Ice Cream a i 
Fresh Deep Peach Pie 
Coffee Tea B - ppipenptedty <8 Coffee Tea 





Celery Soup with Grated Cheese 
Mixed Vegetable Salad 
in Lettuce Cups 
Fresh Fruit Platter 
Iced Tea or Chocolate Milk 
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in cost. The type, as well as the time, of 
preparation is considered. And, finally, 
each day’s menu is checked to be sure 
that it supplies the nutritionally essential 
foods in Canada’s Food Rules. 


Fresh Plum Tapioca. Place 1 cupful of 
fresh, ripe, red plums (cut into small pieces) 
in a saucepan with ¥% cupful of sugar and 
cook them slowly for about five minutes. 
Bring 1% cupfuls of water and % tea- 
spoonful of salt to a boil in the top of 
a double boiler. Slowly add “% cupful of 
minute tapioca and cook over hot water 
until the tapioca is clear, stirring fre- 
quently. Combine the stewed fruit with 
the tapioca mixture and cool. Beat one 
egg-white until it stands up in peaks, fold 
juto the mixture. Chill. About six servings. 
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DINNER 





the Cob 


Breaded Veal Cutlets 
Parsley Potatoes Peas 
Cucumber and Tomato 
Jelly Salad 
Baked Orange Souffié 
Coffee Tea 





Grapefruit Juice 
Ce 


Cantaloupe Wedges 


Half Grapefruit 


Griiled Tomato Sandwich 
Salad of Cottage Cheese with 


real hopped Chives Corn on the Cob 
French Toast Syrup ‘ Carrot Sticks Spanish Cream with 
Coffee Tea Berries and Cream Doughnuts Fresh Fruit 
Tea Cocoa ee Tea 
Scotch Broth Boiled Tongue 
Stewed Apricots Mixed Vegetable Salad Jellied Horseradish 
Cereal Brown Rolls Creamed Potatoes 
Toasted Muffins Jelly Pear and Orange Compote Spinach 
Coffee ea Oatmeal ies Lemon Sherbet 
Tea Coffee Tea 


Cold Sliced Tongue 


eaat Minted Potato Salad | 
ll Sausages Radish Roses Celery Curls — mete Down = 
Milk oun Toast Warm Apricot Tarts Whi ped Cream } 
Coffee Tea Tea Cocoa ee or Ten | 
. a Birds 
“ae “Frenst Slices ae 
Toast Marmalade | Apple, Celery and Nut Salad Garden Salad Bowl 
Coffee Tea les Chocolate Rennet Custard 
Tea Coffee Tea 
ae Jellied Consommé 
Apple Juice Cheese Onion Souffié Baked Stuffed Potatoes 
real Tossed Green Salad Corn on the Cob 
Toast Jam Crusty Peaches Scalloped Tomatoes 
Coffee Tea Nut Bars Cottage Pudding 
Tea Coffee Maple Dome Tea 


Cream of Potato Soup 


Cereal Prune, Cheese and Peach Salad | Mashed Potatoes eas | 
Toast Jam Raisin Scones Jelly | Cup Custards Fruit Sauce | 
Coffee Cocoa Tea Coffee Tea | 






























Fish in Sour Cream Sauce | 
New Potatoes | 





Tomato Juice Cocktail 
Broiled Sirloin Steak 





| Grilled Kidneys and com 



























Tomato Juice Cream of Vegetable Soup ae 
Cereal Stuffed Pepper Squash Buttered Beets 
Toasted Scones Sliced Cucumbers and Onions Apple Betty 
Marmalade Grape Sponge Cookies Brown Sugar Sauce 
ee Tea Tea Cocoa Coffee Tea 
Baked Fillets of Haddock with 
Sliced Oranges Baked Creamy Macaroni Lemon Slices 
Cereal Mixed Fruit Salad Lyonnaise Potatoes 
Toast Plum Conserve Frosted Cupcakes Swiss Chard 
Coffee Tea Tea Cocoa Blueberry Pie 
Coffee Tea 
















Tea 


Hamburger on a Bun 


Grapefruit and Orange Juice Chili Sauce with Currant Jelly 
Cereal Garden Salad Bowl Mashed Potatoes 
Poached Eggs Toast Baked Pears Carrots 
Coffee ea Cookies Floating Island 


Grilled Lamb Chops 


Coffee Tea 





Chilled Watermelon 


Cereal 
Waffles 
Coffee 





Syrup 
Tea 








Tea 


Curried Eggs on Toast Wedges 

Mixed 

Orange Slices with 

Fresh Mint Garnish 
Chelsea Buns 








Vegetable Juice Cocktail 
Fricassee of Veal 
New Potatoes Green Beans 
Fresh Peach Ice Cream 
Wafers 
ffee Tea 






Greens 








Cocoa 








io” 


PARTY PUNCH: Freeze a maraschino cherry 
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BRENDA YORKS 


COLUMN 
West Recipe Wins 


a. 


WHAT “THEY” SAY ABOUT A WOMAN AND A SECRET 


is NOT true! For forty-eight hours I have been practically over- 
flowing with excitement! But until this moment I’ve been as silent 
_ as aclam about the June winner of the York Brand easy-cooking-idea 
contest. 


NOW IT CAN BE TOLD—so neighbors, without further fan- 
fare, I give you: 


MRS. F. T. CAMERON-MERRITT 
1329 Harwood Street, Vancouver, B.C. 


MRS. CAMERON-MERRITT WINS THE $100.00 FIRST PRIZE 
FOR JUNE CONTEST—and my hearty congratulations along with 
it. I think you will agree with me that her recipe “has everything” 
«+. simplicity, novelty, and good taste. Here it is: 


TURTLE ORANGES 


Ingredients: 4 Large Oranges 

1 Envelope Minute Gelatin (1 tb.) 

1 Tin YORK BRAND STEW 
Method: Cut the oranges across about \ from the top, squeeze, taking care 
to leave the skins unbroken. Remove all pulp. The cut edge may be 
serrated if desired. Soak the gelatin in 44 cup orange juice. Heat the 
remainder of the juice and dissolve the gelatin in this. Add 1 tin YORK 
BRAND STEW and heat thoroughly. When slightly cooled, fill orange 
skins with stew mixture. Place in refrigerator or cold place until set. When 
ready to serve, set orange in a bed of lettuce, grating a little orange peel on 
top. Garnish with radish roses and celery. Cost: Oranges at 4 cents each. 
Total Cost: 10 cents per serving. 


TO EVERYONE WHO WROTE—many, many thanks. Your 


interest, your splendid ideas and your good wishes make me wish I 
could have picked every one of you for first prize winners. Canada 
Packers has mailed your YORK BRAND STEW VOUCHERS— 
and do keep on sending me your ideas. 


FOR THIS MONTH'S CONTEST AND ANOTHER 
$100.00 FIRST PRIZE! Here’s all you do... 


Send me your recipe or favourite way of serving: 
“KLIK 


Just tell me in a letter whether you combine this delicious canned 
meat with other foods for a different hot dish, a cold-plate supper, 
or some special sandwich. 


CONSOLATION PRIZES AGAIN, TOO! To every person 
who sends an idea we will send a voucher which may be exchanged 
(FREE) at your grocer’s for one or two tins of a York Brand 
product. 

JUST ONE STIPULATION — All letters become our propertyand 
cannot be returned. There’s no limit to the number of letters you 
send in—NO LABELS WANTED—but we do promise only one 
voucher per person. Fair enough? 

CLOSING DATE: To qualify for the $100.00 August prize your 
letters must be postmarked on or before midnight August 15th, 
1947. But—letters postmarked up to August 3Ist, 1947, will be 


eligible for the free vouchers. Magazines go to press early, so the 
August winner will be announced in my October column. 


ADDRESS YOUR LETTER TO: BRENDA YORK, 


“Good-Things-To-Eat-Reporter”, c/o Canada Packers Limited, 
2204 St. Clair Avenue, West, Toronto, Canada. 


Have you tried this... 


$100.00 First P. rize 


soup over all. I waited for this intriguing 


(red or green) in each ice cube—makes 
frosted drinks more so—and very, very 
pretty! 


VACATION AHEAD: Slaving over a hot 
cottage stove is no picnic, as any woman 
knows! For beat-the-heat dinners, you can't 
beat KLIK. Wonderful just as it comes from 
the can—super in a quickie casserole dish 
with baked tomatoes. Keeps on the 
pantry shelf—no ice needed! 


BRIGHT POSTSCRIPT: A sprinkle of fresh 
lemon brings out the best in a melon— 
any kind of melon. 


PRIZE PACKAGE: Today, I watched 
Canada Packers dietitian take tasty York 
Brand Bologna from the tin, place it in 
slices (14 inch thick) in a buttered casserole, 
surround it with cooked, well-drained 
macaroni—and then pour a tin of tomato 


So neighbors— 


number to come from the oven—what a 


dish! Glad I waited. 


HERB NOTE: Sweet basil adds new life to 
a salad. Good for egg dishes, sandwiches, 
too. In salads etc. it goes in at the be- 
ginning—in cooked dishes add after cook- 
ing. So now you know. 


HE-MAN FAVOURITES: Maple Leaf Wieners 
——split—line with brown sugar, dry mustard, 
dab of butter. Cook under broiler, slowly. 
Make plenty—seconds will be asked for. 


HOT-DAY STANDBY with a new touch is 


our tried-and-true friend, potato-salad 
—with peanut halves added. 


EXTRA DIVIDEND: I once put onions AND 
grated Maple Leaf Cheese in escalloped 
potatoes—just for a lark. Don’t dare 
omit the cheese now. 


“The time has come”—and I quote the walrus. Once again, let me 
remind you to send me your suggestions for serving “KLIK”—and 
be sure to mail your letter on—or before—midnight, AUGUST 15th. 


faved 


Cheerio until next month, 


One Hot Course 


Continued from page 29 
the sour cream and fish or meat stock. 
Let the mixture simmer until the sauce Is 
thickened, stirring frequently. Return 


the fish to the pan and reheat in the. 


sauce. Four servings. 


Cheese Onion Souffle 


(A Chatelaine Institute approved recipe) 
3 Tablespoonfuls of butter 
3 Tablespoonfuls of flour 
14 Teaspoonful of salt 
34 Cupful of milk 
4 Eggs, separated 
1 Cupful of grated cheese 
1 Tablespoonful of grated onion 
1 Teaspoonful of finely chopped 
parsley 
Melt the butter in a double boiler, add 
the flour and seasoning and blend well. 
Gradually add the milk, stirring con- 
stantly until thickened and smooth; 
then add the beaten egg yolks and cook 
for about two minutes. Stir in the cheese 
and, when it is melted, add the grated 
onion and parsley. Fold in the egg 
whites, which have been beaten until 
they stand up in soft peaks. Turn into 
a greased casserole. Set in a pan of 
hot water and bake in a moderate oven 
(350 deg. F.) for 25 to 30 minutes. Serve 
at once. Four servings. 


Garden Salad Soup 


(A Chatelaine Institute approved recipe) 
2 Cupfuls of chicken broth 
(Or 1 Can of condensed consommé 
and 1 can of water) 
2 Tablespoonfuls of finely 
chopped celery 
2 Tablespoonfuls of grated carrot 
2 Tablespoonfuls of finely 
chopped green pepper 
2 Tablespoonfuls of shredded 
lettuce 
Heat the soup to the boiling point and 
add all the vegetables. Bring quickly to 
the boiling point again, but do not 
allow the vegetables to cook longer than 
this. Serve at once. Four servings. 
If desired, substitute sliced radishes, 
chopped cucumbers or chopped green 
beans for one or more of the vegetables. 


Forsaking All Others 


Continued from page 58 


She reached for Aunt Het’s soft plump 
hand. “Do you suppose you could 
manage to take another nephew to your 
heart?” she said softly. 

Then Aunt Het turned, her blue eyes 
looking very bright. ““When, Darcy?” 

Darcy flung her head back and 
laughed with confusion. “Hey, you're 
rushing me. I don’t know that—I just 
decided. I mean— Well, I just made up 
my mind,” she ended lamely. 

Then Aunt Het leaned her white head 
back against the rocker and gave a little 
sigh. “So both my girls are going to 
be happy...’ 

Yes, here they were again, thought 
Darcy dreamily, Aunt Het and she at 
the fireplace. But this time worries were 
stacked behind them and the future 
loomed ahead, twisting and turning like 
an enchanting road, one to be explored 
with Bill. 

Reality caught up with her again. She 
sat up straight, a smile touched her 
lips. Wouldn’t it be a good idea to let 
Bill know about the road ahead too? 
But definitely. She rose, leaned over to 
plant a kiss on Aunt Het’s head, and 
then hurried to the phone as if she 
couldn’t get there quickly enough. # 


ELECTRICAL 
APPLIANCES 


Backed with a reputa- 
tion for outstanding 
value, beauty and de- 
pendable perform- 
ance, the Canadian 
Reamer trade mark 
stands for ame 
electrical appliances. 
These are products 
you can buy with the 
confidence that they 
will serve faithfully 
day by day, year after 
year after year! 


* 


Sold by Hardware, De- 
partment and Appliance 
stores throughout 
Canada. It pays to insist 
on—and even wait for 
—<a Canadian Beauty. 


aig 4 masa e sa ea eS 


UPR ed ea 


DINNERWARE 


Mayflower 


In Chinese puce —a delicate 
lavender shade—with hand 
painted rose in natural colours, 
The charm and beauty of 18th 
Century England for your 
own dining room. See Spode 
Mayflower at your dealer... 
and ask for your copy of “How 
to Take Care of Spode.” 
Wholesale Distributors 


Copeland & Duncan, Ltd. 
222 Bay Street, Toronto 





50 ee 


a th 


Answers to Culinary Quiz 


on page 32 


EMEMBER, each question in 
group A is worth 3 marks, in group 
B 4 marks, and in group C 
3 marks. Now, how many have 
you answered correctly? 


Group **A”’ 


1. To fry in a very small amount of 
fat. Example: sautéed mushrooms. 


2. To cook, uncovered, in a hot un- 
greased frying pan, pouring off any 
excess fat as you cook. 


3. To cut narrow grooves or gashes 
with a sharp knife. Example: 
scoring a ham before baking. 


4, To remove fat and gristle from the 
bone of a chop leaving only the 
“heart ’of the meat, as in “frenched”’ 
lamb chops. A paper frill is fre- 
quently used to decorate such a 
chop. 


Or to pound meat with the flat side 
of a cleaver as in “‘frenched” pork 
tenderloin. The meat is usually cut 
in individual portions and pounded 
against the grain. 


5. To force vegetables or fruits through 
a fine sieve. 


6. To cook (liquids, or food in liquids) 
at a temperature just under the 
boiling point. 


7. To immerse food for a short time 
in boiling water to destroy enzymes 
(as when freezing foods), to lessen 
strong flavors, or to loosen the skins 
of such foods as almonds, peaches 
or tomatoes so that they may be 
pared more easily. 


8. To allow meats, or vegetables, to 
stand in a mixture of oil and vinegar 
(the marinade) until it seasons the 


food. 


9. To brown meat or vegetables in a 
small amount of fat and then to cook 
slowly in a small amount of water 
in a tightly covered utensil. Food 
may be braised on top of the stove 
or in the oven. 


10. To cook in boiling water, until food 
is partially cooked. Example: green 
peppers are usually parboiled before 
stuffing and baking. 


Group “B”’ 


1.A large mold of ice cream—often 
a melon mold lined with one kind 
of ice cream, the centre of a con- 
trasting flavor. 


2. Chicken and beef soup with vege- 
tables. Literally ‘‘the little 
soup pot.” 


3. Various kinds of sea food placed on 
a skewer, with bacon, and broiled. 
Oysters, shrimps and scallops are 
often combined in this manner. 


4, Consommé garnished with unsweet- 
ened custard squares. 


5. Several kinds of fish cooked with 
white wine to produce a chowder- 


like dish. 


6. The Italian versionof horsd’oeuvres 
Includes smoked fish, sour salads, 
sliced tomatoes, ripe olives, etc. 


7. Sheets of puff pastry with custard 
cream filling between, cut in in- 
dividual portions. Napoleons may be 
served plain, iced, or with a dusting 
of icing sugar. 


8. A baked pudding of cornmeal, mo- 
lasses, milk and sugar, seasoned 
with cinnamon and nutmeg. 


9. Cooked fish, rice and hard-cooked 
eggs heated together in a saucepan, 
or double boiler, with'a little melted 
butter. 


10. Lobster cooked in a rich mushroom 
sauce and then piled back into the 
shell, sprinkled with grated cheese 
and browned in the oven or under 
the broiler. 


Group *“C”’ 


1. Raspberry sauce; often served over 
ice cream in a halved peach. Peach 
Melba, and the sauce, were named 


after the Australian opera singer, 
Madame Melba. 


2. Mayonnaise to which chopped 
pickles, olives, and sometimes 
capers, have been added. Served 
with fish. 


3. Gravy or brown sauce to which have 
been added chopped, cooked garden 
vegetables—carrots, turnips, green 
beans, peas, cauliflower, ctc. 


4.A rich sauce made with butter, 
lemon juice and egg yolks. Usually 
served with fish, asparagus or 
broccoli. 


5. A pudding sauce, similar to a very 
stiff butter icing, made with butter, 
icing sugar, cream and flavoring. 
Served, chilled, with steamed fruit 
puddings, hot gingerbread, etc. 


6. Thin brown gravy, flavored with 
ketchup and sliced mushrooms. 


7. Chopped green peppers and sliced 
onions simmered in tomatoes until 


thick. 


8. Butter, sugar and egg yolks creamed 
together and made to “foam” by 
folding in the stiffly beaten egg 
whites. 


9.A rich white sauce to which egg 
yolks and sherry have been added. 
Most frequently used with lobster. 


10. A hot French dressing to which have 
been added chopped parsley, chives, 
pickles and green pepper. 


If you scored a total of more than 80, 
you really know (and like) food; between 
60 and 80, you’re pretty good; 50 to 60, 
fair; but if you scored below 50, you’d 
betterdo some solid homework with your 
cookbooks or stay on a very plain diet. 


If you had higher scores in groups 
A and C than in B, you undoubtedly 
wield a mean skillet, but seldom dine 
out. High scores in C and B, and low in 
A, indicate a greater experience in hotel 
and restaurant eating than in food 
preparation. # 
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“PRESS DOWN? Not with my NEW BISSELL'!” 


New "Bisco-Matic’* Brush Action sweeps clean without 
any pressure on the handle! 

Yes—even under tables and beds! All you do is glide 
the sweeper over the carpet. This new feature adjusts the 
brush automatically to any rug thickness, anywhere! 

“Bisco-Matic” Bissells are available now in limited 
quantities at Bissell dealers only—complete with ex- 
clusive “‘Sta-up” Handie, and easy “Flip-O” Empty. 


NEW BISSELL SWEEPERS 


with patented “Bisco-Matic” Brush Action 


“REGISTERED TRADE MARK 


BISSELL CARPET SWEEPER CO. OF CANADA LIMITED. GRAND RAPIDS 2. MICHIGAN 
(FACTORY AT NIAGARA FALLS, CANADA) 
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Diamonds 
0 


Supreme 


Quality 


For almost 50 years 
Fremes diamonds have 
been the standard of 
perfection in Canada 
The magnificent rings 
illustrated have white 
Rhodium - plated = set- 
tings and shoulders 
for gleaming everlast- 
ing lustre 


All Cha ¢ diamond 
rings «are vregistercd 
ani imsured free for 
one year 


LIMITED 
WATCHMAKERS JEWELLERS 
Established 1898 


317 Adelaide St. W., Toronto 





Ropal Conservatory of Music 
of Toronto 


Formerly The Toronto Conservatory 
of Music 
Principal: Eccore Mazzoleni, B.A., MUS.B. 


IXTY YEARS of service to the 
le of this Dominion have 
recognized by H.M. The King 

with the granting of permission 
to use the prefix ‘Royal’. 

Already the largest School of its kind 
in the British Commonwealth of Nations, 
the Royal Conservatory of 
Toronto now enters u 
greater of its history: a 
National’ institution developing the 
music and the musicians 0! 

For copy of Year Book or Syllabus, write 
The Registrar 

Royal Conservatory of Music 

of Toronto 


135 COLLEGE ST., TORONTO 2B, 
ONTARIO 
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Murder is Seldom Boring 


Continued from page 32 


brings us to you. It was your gun, you 
know. Everybody says you hated your 
aunt for cutting you out of thé will in 
favor of your brother. As I see it, you 
must have brooded on it until things 
finally got too much for you. Then you 
went up and shot her.” 

“You're a moron,” Bradford Sykes 
said. 

The policeman colored. “I’d advise 
you to keep a civil tongue if you don’t 
want to be slapped in jail right now.” 

The ugly man’s huge shoulders 
shrugged. “Put me in. What do I 
care? I get the dirty end of things. I 
know it. I always have, all my life. 
Champagne and caviar for my pretty 
baby brother and bread and water for 
me. I didn’t kill the old biddy, but I 
sure felt like doing it a number of times. 
That should be enough for you stupid 
flatfeet to send me up for life.” 

Douglas observed him for a moment 
indecisively. The other glared back. 
Then Douglas turned to the butler. 
“Mrs. Whitman fired you yesterday, 
didn’t she?” 

Johnson nodded, his thin lips blood- 
less. “I was given notice. But I—I 
never murdered anyone, sir. I’m a very 
mild man. I wouldn’t hurt a fly.” 

“Did you see anyone go up to Mrs. 
Whitman’s room at the time of the 
murder?” 

The butler’s eyes switched to the 
blond girl. “Miss Lanier, sir. She went 
in at about a quarter of four. I noticed 
her as I went past checking the cleaning 
in the hall.” 

The blond girl shrugged. “I had had 
an appointment in the evening with this 
producer. I just stopped in for a moment 
to tell Aunt Cornelia I’d decided to 
abide by her wishes and not go.” 

The sergeant tapped his teeth with 
a reflective pencil. I looked at Jeff. He 
was smiling slightly in that way he had 
when he had a hunch. But he didn’t 
say anything. The sergeant’s voice was 
rough. “Well, I don’t think I’m ready 
to make an arrest just yet. But I don’t 
want anyone here to leave this house 
until I do. You’re all under suspicion.” 

“Including us?” Jeff’s voice was mild. 

“Oh, I didn’t mean you two.” The 
other sounded disgusted. “‘The sooner 
you get out of here, the better I'll 
like it.” 

“Just one moment.” It was the 
blonde. She was looking appealingly at 
Jeff. “Mr. Heath, could I speak with 
you... alone?” 

Jeff looked over at Douglas. The 
policeman shrugged. “Go ahead, if you 
want to take a chance on being an acces- 
sory after the fact.” 

I watched them suspiciously as they 
went off together. A voice at my elbow 
said, “‘ Bored?” 


IT WAS Raymond Sykes. His fingers 
were touching my arm slightly. I smiled 
up at him. If Jeff kept snuggling 
himself into corners with luscious 
blondes, a girl had to keep herself occu- 
pied. “I seldom find murder boring.” 

“You don’t need me to amuse you 
then? Not even while you’re waiting?” 

He had a charming smile and a 
million dollars. I’m cautious, but, after 
all, how cautious can a girl be? “You 
aren’t exactly a monotonous sort of 
person, Mr. Sykes.” 

“‘Let me show you around. My aunt 


was quite a collector. Some of the 
things here are choice antiques.” 

It seemed rather strange to be brows- 
ing around discussing vases with a 
charming man when I knew there was 
a murderer in our midst. From the 
vicious glances the Dellacurti woman 
kept tossing at Raymond Sykes I could 
see that she still suspected him of 
somehow having cheated her out of her 
million dollars. Which, of course, was 
ridiculous. But it kept an uncomfortable 
feeling going between my _ shoulder 
blades. 

In the taxi on the way back to our 
office, I sighed. “‘ Well, we’re out of that 
one finally.” 

“Not quite,” Jeff said. “What did 
you think I was doing with Cynthia 
Lanier—necking on the staircase?” 

“Frankly, yes.” 

“Oh? Hmm. Remind me not to 
waste my opportunities the next time 
I see her, will you? She’s really quite 
a succulent dish. This, however, hap- 
pened to be business.” 

“T can imagine.” 

“Don’t be difficult. 
again.” 

“What as? A dancing team?” 

“Cynthia hired us. To find the 
murderer. She thinks Bradford was 
right about Sergeant Douglas . . . thinks 
he’s a moron. I didn’t disillusion her. 
After all, a fee is a fee.” 

“And a blonde is a blonde.” 

“How well you put things. Inciden- 
tally, I have a job for you. Rather an 
important job. Can you handle it?” 

This was better. This was associate 
stuff. I nodded eagerly. “Of course.” 

“We're going back there tomorrow 
night. I thought I’d let things jell for 
a day. Do you think you can get 
Raymond Sykes to make love to you?” 

My jaw dropped. “‘Just what are you 
running, Mr. Heath? A _ detective 
agency or a willing spinsters’ bureau? 
I'll have you understand that I—” 

“Yes ... yes. You're a good girl. 
You’re even kind to your mother. Don’t 
you want to help on this case?” 

“Of course. But—” 

“There are no buts. There’s a job 
to be done. It’s up to us to do it. Be- 
sides, I didn’t exactly notice you push- 
ing him away today. This has to be 
more realistic though.” 

“How do you mean, more realistic?” 

“More sex. Less innuendo and more 
action. Clinches and kisses.” 

““Mr. Heath, you’re revolting!” 

He shrugged helplessly. “All right 
then. Be a prude. Let a murderer 
go free. Perhaps be responsible for 
another murder. I never thought you 
could go around Jetting people murder 
other people without lifting a finger.” 

“Tt isn’t a matter of lifting a finger. 
I don’t kiss men.” 

His eyebrows lifted. 
pardon?” 

“Uh ... I meant not on order... 
not promiscuously. Besides, I can’t see 
how that’s going to solve anything.” 

He smiled. “It might not, of course. 
But I have a theory. Will you do it?” 

I glowered at him, defeated. “All 
right. But I want a rescue party pretty 
close if things get too rough.” 

**T’ll be hiding under the rug.” 

Cynthia Lanier had invited us over 
for dinner. It was, despite the excellent 
food, a cold stiletto-edged affair. The 
only ones who seemed at ease were 
Raymond Sykes and Jeff. Jeff, of 
course, would be at ease at a banquet 


We're hired 


“T beg your 


in the morgue . . . nothing bothered 
that man’s equilibrium except beautiful 
women who weren’t redheaded like me. 
But Raymond Sykes seemed glad to see 
me .. . he evidently had no redheaded 
phobias . . . placed his chair next to 
mine and kept me amused. I realized 
that this kissing business wasn’t going 
to be too hard an assignment to take. 


WE STROLLED out into the drawing- 
room afterward. A few hackles rose on 
my neck as I noticed the affectionate 
way Cynthia Lanier was hanging onto 
Jeff’s arm. But I don’t suppose I should 
have minded. I was doing as much to 
Raymond Sykes. It didn’t seem to 
offend him. 

Eve Dellacurti took a chair in the 
corner and opened a book. Bradford 
Sykes was sunk in the divan in front 
of the big fire, scowling into the flames. 
Johnson served brandy unobtrusively 
and left for the servants’ quarters. 
Cynthia Lanier and Jeff were engrossed 
in each other in one corner. 

Douglas was due back later in the 
evening for another session of question- 
ing, the Lanier girl had told Jeff. But 
he didn’t seem to be getting anywhere. 
Cynthia was afraid he was going to 
arrest her. 

Jeff caught my eye. He frowned, 
looked significantly at Sykes, and 
nodded in the direction of the staircase. 
I got the implication, swallowed, and 
pressed Raymond Sykes’ arm slightly. 
“Would . . . would you think me mor- 
bid if I asked you to show me your 
aunt’s room?” 

“Not at all.” He smiled. He had 
long canines, and I suddenly felt like one 
of the three little piggies. Getting 
myself alone in a room with a man like 
Raymond Sykes was an invitation to 
trouble. As soon as he started huffing 
and puffing, I was going to take off, job 
or no job. 

I could feel all eyes in the room below 
following us as we went into the hall. 
The beautifully carved banister of the 
staircase was smooth to the touch. I 
wondered how many times the hand of 
the old woman who had been murdered 
had slid over it and withdrew my own 
hand hastily. My imagination was 
running away with me. The banister 
had suddenly felt clammy. 

Raymond Sykes’ strong hand on my 
arm guided me down the hall. He 
paused in front of a carved door, 
hesitated for a moment, then pushed 
it open. 

I stepped inside. The room had a 
high ceiling, and there was a huge 
four-postered bed in the centre of it. The 
impression I had received from the 
reputation of Cornelia Whitman had 
been one of harshness and severity. The 
room was very feminine. I said, “Why, 
this is rather pretty.” 

“TIsn’t it?” He was behind me. I 
could feel his lips brush my hair gently. 
“My aunt was a sentimental old fool 
at heart.” His hand moved smoothly 
along my arm. 

My eyelids flickered. 1 was being 
treated, obviously, to a display of very 
impressive technique. There was noth- 
ing hurried, nothing self-conscious about 
him at all. His arm was about my waist 
now ... a friendly gesture. Arms and 
waists seemed to go together naturally 
the way he did it. There was nothing 
to take offense at . . . nothing, really, 
on which to blame the pounding of my 
heart. But it was pounding. I inwardly 
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cursed Jeff Heath. A girl shouldn’t be 
exposed to too much of this sort of 
technique. She might get too critical 
about her future boy friends. 

His lips were close to my ear. “You're 
lovely, you know,” he murmured. He 
turned me to face him. His eyes were 
dreamy, half-closed. He drew me 
toward him. Half-hypnotized, | didn’t 
resist. Then I saw her standing behind 
him—saw the knife. I screamed. 

He jerked around. She lunged at him. 
He dodged and caught her wrist, twist- 
ing it. “You fool!” His eyes were 
blazing. “Have you gone crazy?” 

Eve Dellacurti’s face was so white, 
it was almost ghastly. “You liar! You 
filthy liar! I'll kill you too!” 

Raymond clapped a hand over her 
mouth. He turned, looking at me. He 
could see by the expression on my face 
that I’d heard. There was murder in 
his eyes. He released her and started 
after me. I shrank back. 

“Hold it, Sykes!” 

I looked over at the doorway. It was 
Jeff. There was a snug little automatic 
tucked in his right hand. He was 
smiling. I sighed and sat down heavily 
on the bed. I was very glad to see him. 
He waved Raymond Sykes over to the 
woman standing at the corner. “This,” 
he observed, “is a neat little haul. 
Sergeant Douglas will be pleased. Two 
arrests to make. The newspapers will 
make a hero out of him.” 

Raymond Sykes’ handsome face had 
become almost ugly. “You haven’t 
anything on me, you fool.” 

“Haven’t 1?” Jeff nodded at the 
white-faced woman standing next to 
him. “Do you think Eve will hang alone 
after you tried to double-cross her?” He 
glanced at me. “Call Douglas, Pat. 
Tell him we bagged a pair.” 


“BUT I don’t quite get it,” I said in 
the taxi. I had met Jeff after his session 
in the inspector’s office, and we were 
going night-clubbing to celebrate. 

Jeff shrugged. “I suspected something 
phony when I saw the way Eve watched 
Raymond Sykes when he was with you. 
It looked more like jealous hate than 
envious hate. They really had a neat 
little plan.” 

“But Eve had everything to lose by 
murdering the old lady.” 

“That was what we were supposed 
to think. Raymond Sykes made a 
special trip to our office to give himself 
an alibi and Eve an ironclad out. What 
really happened was that Eve knew the 
old lady was planning to cut Raymond 
out of her will in favor of Cynthia 
because of his playing around. Eve was 
crazy about Raymond and told him. 
He offered to marry her after things 
quieted down if she’d put the old lady 
out fof [the way before she had time to 
change her will. Eve did. Raymond 
figured she’d never squawk for fear of 
being exposed as a murderess and was 
going to renege on his bargain. I put 
you after him to get Eve to explode and 
crack the case. There was only one thing 
to worry about.” 

“What was that?” 

“You. I was a little afraid Eve would 
go after you rather than Raymond. 
But I had to take that chance.” 

I gulped. “ You had to take it!” 

He patted my hand, nodding. “You 
see how attached I am to you. I 
actually worry about you.” 

That man always irritates me to 
pieces. 
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Tue EARLY Canadian housewife’s “next-door” neighbour may 
have been half a day’s trek through heavy forest. But her 
MecClary Stove was her pride and joy .. . and with feather 
duster and stove blacking she cleaned it till it shone. For 
perhaps the minister might ride up with news of new 
settlers from the Old Land. 


This morning—in 1947—many a Canadian woman 
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wiped the gleaming enamel surface of her McClary 




















Range, proud of its efficiency and beauty... 
proud to have a neighbour drop in and chat 
about the housekeeping problems of our time. 
Many things have changed in the past 100 years 
in Canada ...since the day young John McClary 
began making kitchenware in London, Ontario. 
Some things, however, do not change . . . things 
like the simple pride of a housewife in her 
McClary Range. 

The experience of John McClary and other 
enterprising Canadians has been handed on down 
through the years. Today, in 1947, when you 
choose “McClary” you get the benefit of 100 years 
of experience in making fine products for the 


homemakers of Canada. 
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